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PREFACE 


The demands made by a work of this nature 
upon the generosity of speciahsts are very numerous, 
and the Editor would be wanting in all title to the 
generous treatment he has received were he nc t will¬ 
ing to make the fullest possible acknowledgn ent of 
his indebtedness. 

His thanks are due in the first place to the sd .olarly 
and accomplished Eahadur Shah, baggage el ;phant 
174 on the Indian Register, who, with his a niable 
sister Pudmini, most courteously suppUed the 1 istory 
of ‘Toomai of the Elephants’ and much of 1 lie in¬ 
formation contained in ‘Her Majesty’s Servant.’ The 
adventures of Mowgli were collected at variou: times 
and in various places from a multitude of ir form¬ 
ants, most of whom desire to preserve the strictest 
anonymity. Yet, at this distance, the Editor feels at 
liberty to diank a Hindu gentleman of the old rock, 
an esteemed resident of the upper slopes of Jakko, for 
his convincing if somewhat caustic estimate of the 
national characteristics of his caste—the Presbytes. 
Sahi, a savant of infinite research and industry, a 
member of the recently disbanded Seeonee Pack, and 
an artist well known at most of the local fairs of 
Southern India, where his muzzled dance with his 
master attracts the youth, beauty, and culture of 
many villages, have contributed most valuable data 
on people, manners, and customs. These have been 
freely drawn upon, in the stories of ‘Tiger! Tiger!’, 
‘Kaa’s Hunting,’ and ‘MowgU’s Brothers.’ For the 



THE JUNGLE BOOKS 

outlines of ‘Rikki-tikki-tavi’ the Editor stands in¬ 
debted to one of the leading herpetologists of Upper 
India, a fearless and independent investigator who, 
resolving ‘not to live but know,’ lately sacrificed 
his life through over-application to the study of 
our Eastern Thanatophidia. A happy accident of 
travel enabled the Editor, when a passenger on the 
Empress of India, to be of some slight assistance to 
a fellow-passenger. How richly his poor services 
were repaid, readers of ‘The White Seal’ may judge 
for themselves. 
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MOWGLI’S BROTHERS 


Now Chil the Kite brings home the night 
That Mang the Bat sets free— 

The herds are shut in byre and hut, 

For loosed till dawn are we. 

This is the hour of pride and power, 

Talon and tush and claw. 

Oh, hear the call!—Good hunting all 
That keep the Jungle Law! 

Night-Song in the Jungle. 

I T WAS SEVEN o’< LOCK of a very warm eve ling in 
the Seeonee hills when Father Wolf woke u i from 
his day’s rest, scratched himself, yawned, and spread 
out his paws one after the other to get rid of the 
sleepy feeling in their tips. Mother Wolf lay with 
her big grey nose dropped across her four tumbling, 
squealing cubs, and the moon shone into the mouth 
of the cave where they all hved. ‘Augrh!’ said Father 
Wolf, ‘it is time to hunt again’; and he was going to 
spring downhill when a little shadow with a bushy 
tail crossed the threshold and whined: ‘Good luck go 
with you, O Chief of the Wolves; and good luck and 
strong white teeth go with the noble children, that 
they may never forget the hungry in this world.’ 

It was the jackal—Tabaqui, the Dish-licker—and 
the wolves of India despise Tabaqui because he runs 
about making mischief, and telling tales, and eating 
rags and pieces of leather from the village rubbish- 
heaps. But they are afraid of him too, because Tabaqui, 
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more than any one else in the Jungle, is apt to go mad, 
and then he forgets that he was ever afraid of any 
one, and runs through the forest biting everything in 
his way. Even the tiger runs and hides when little 
Tabaqui goes mad, for madness is the most disgraceful 
thing that can overtake a wild creature. We call it 
hydrophobia, but they call it dewanee —the madness— 
and run. 

‘Enter, then, and look,’ said Father Wolf stiffly; 
‘but there is no food here.’ 

‘For a wolf, no,’ said Tabaqui; ‘but for so mean a 
person as myself a dry bone is a good feast. Who are 
we, the Gidur-log [the Jackal-People], to pick and 
choose?’ He scuttled to the back of the cave, where he 
found the bone of a buck with some meat on it, and 
sat cracking the end merrily. 

‘All thanks for this good meal,’ he said, licking his 
lips. ‘How beautiful are the noble children! How large 
are their eyes! And so young too! Indeed, indeed, I 
might have remembered that the children of Kings 
are men from the beginning.’ 

Now, Tabaqui knew as well as any one else that 
there is nothing so unlucky as to compliment children 
to their faces; and it pleased him to see Mother and 
Father Wolf look uncomfortable. 

Tabaqui sat still, rejoicing in the mischief that he had 
made: then he said spitefuUy: 

‘Shere Khan, the Big One, has shifted his hunting- 
grounds. He will hunt among these hills for the next 
moon, so he has told me.’ 

Shere Khan was the tiger who lived near the Wain- 
gunga River, twenty mfles away. 
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‘He has no right!’ Father Wolf began angrily—‘By 
the Law of the Jungle he has no right to change his 
quarters without due warning. He will frighten every 
head of game within ten miles, and I—I have to kill 
for two, these days.’ 

‘His mother did not call him Lungri [the Lame One] 
for nothing,’ said Mother Wolf quietly. ‘He has been 
lame in one foot from his birth. That is why lie has 
only killed cattle. Now the villagers ofthe Wair gunga 
are angry with him, and he has come here to m. ke our 
villagers angry. They will scour the Jungle f< r him 
when he is far awav, and we and our childrei must 
run when the grass is set ahght. Indeed, we a: e very 
grateful to Shere Khan!’ 

‘Shall I tell him of your gratitude?’ said Tab: qui. 

‘Out!’ snapped Father Wolf. ‘Out and hun: with 
thy master. Thou hast done harm enough for one 
night.’ 

‘I go,’ said Tabaqui quietly. ‘Ye can hear Shere 
Khan below in the thickets. I might have saved myself 
the message.’ 

Father Wolf listened, and below in the valley that 
ran down to a little river, he heard the dry, angry, 
snarly, singsong whine of a tiger who has caught 
nothing and does not care if all the Jungle knows it. 

‘The fool!’ said Father Wolf. ‘To begin a night’s 
work with that noise! Does he think that our buck are 
like his fat Waingunga bullocks?’ 

‘H’sh! It is neither bullock nor buck he hunts to¬ 
night,’ said Mother Wolf. ‘It is Man.’ The whine had 
changed to a sort of humming purr that seemed to 
come from every quarter of the compass. It was the 
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noise that bewilders woodcutters and gipsies sleeping 
in the open, and makes them run sometimes into the 
very mouth of the tiger. 

‘Man!’ said Father Wolf, showing all his white 
teeth. ‘Faugh 1 Are there not enough beetles and frogs 
in the tanks that he must eat Man, and on our ground 
too?’ 

The Law of the Jungle, which never orders anything 
without a reason, forbids every beast to eat Man 
except when he is killing to show his children how 
to kill, and then he must hunt outside the hunting- 
grounds of his pack or tribe. The real reason for this 
is that man-killing means, sooner or later, the arrival 
of white men on elephants, with guns, and hundreds 
of brown men with gongs and rockets and torches. 
Then everybody in the Jungle suffers. The reason the 
beasts give among themselves is that Man is the weak¬ 
est and most defenceless of all living things, and it is 
unsportsmanlike to touch him. They say too—and it 
is true—that man-eaters become mangy, and lose their 
teeth. 

The purr grew louder, and ended in the full- 
throated ‘Aaarh 1 ’ of the tiger’s charge. 

Then there was a howl—an untigerish howl—from 
Shere Khan. ‘He has missed,’ said Mother Wolf. 
‘What is it?’ 

Father Wolf ran out a few paces and heard Shere 
Khan muttering and mumbling savagely, as he tum¬ 
bled about in the scrub. 

‘The fool has had no more sense than to jump at a 
woodcutter’s camp-fire, and has burned his feet,’ said 
Father Wolf, with a grunt. ‘Tabaqui is with him.’ 
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‘Somediing is coming uphill,’ said Mother Wolf, 
twitching one ear. ‘Get ready.’ 

The bushes rustled a Httle in the thicket, and Father 
Wolf dropped with his haunches under him, ready 
for his leap. Then, if you had been watching, you 
would have seen the most wonderful thing in the 
world—the wolf checked in mid-spring. He m ide his 
bound before he saw what it was he was jumping at, 
and then he tried to stop himself. The result w is that 
he shot up straight into the air for four or fn e feet, 
landing almost where he left ground. 

‘Man!’ he snapped. ‘A man’s cub. Look!’ 

Directly in front of him, holding on by a low 
branch, stood a naked brown baby who cou d just 
walk—as soft and as ilimpled a little atom as ever’ came 
to a wolf’s cave at night. He looked up into Father 
Wolf’s face, and laughed. 

‘Is that a man’s cub?’ said Mother Wolf. ‘I have 
never seen one. Bring it here.’ 

A wolf accustomed to moving his own cubs can, 
if necessary, mouth an egg without breaking it, and 
though Father Wolf’s jaws closed right on the child’s 
back not a tooth even scratched the skin, as he laid it 
down among the cubs. 

‘How little! How naked, and—how bold!’ said 
Mother Wolf softly. The baby was pushing his way 
between the cubs to get close to the warm hide. 
‘Ahai! He is taking his meal with the others. And so 
this is a man’s cub. Now, was there ever a wolf that 
could boast of a man’s cub among her children?’ 

‘I have heard now and again of such a thing, but 
never in our Pack or in my time,’ said Father Wolf. 
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‘He is altogether without hair, and I could kill him 
I with a touch of my foot. But see, he looks up and is 
not afraid.’ 

The moonlight was blocked out of the mouth of the 
cave, for Shere Khan’s great square head and shoulders 
were thrust into the entrance. Tabaqui, behind him, 
was squeaking: ‘My lord, my lord, it went in here!’ 

‘Shere Khan does us great honour,’ said Father 
Wolf, but his eyes were very angry. ‘What does 
Shere Khan need?’ 

‘My quarry. A man’s cub went this way,’ said Shere 
Khan. ‘Its parents have run off. Give it to me.’ 

Shere Khan had jumped at a woodcutter’s camp¬ 
fire, as Father Wolf had said, and was furious from the 
pain of his burned feet. But Father Wolf knew that 
the mouth of the cave was too narrow for a tiger 
to come in by. Even where he was, Shere Khan’s 
shoulders and forepaws were cramped for want of 
room, as a man’s would be if he tried to fight in a 
barrel. 

‘The Wolves are a free people,’ said Father Wolf. 
‘They take orders from the Head of the Pack, and not 
from any striped cattle-killer. The man’s cub is ours— 
to kill if we choose.’ 

‘Ye choose and ye do not choose! What talk is this 
of choosing? By the bull that I killed, am I to stand 
nosing into your dog’s den for my fair dues? It is I, 
Shere Khan, who speak!’ 

The tiger’s roar filled the cave with thunder. 
Mother Wolf shook herself clear of the cubs and 
sprang forward, her eyes, like two green moons in the 
darkness, facing the blazing eyes of Shere Khan. 
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‘And it is I, R akslia [Th e.JI)«*nQn]. who answer. 
The man’s cub is mme, Lungri—mine to me! He shall 
not be killed. He shall Uve to run with the Pack and to 
hunt with the Pack; and in the end, look you, hunter 
of little naked cubs—frog-eater—fish-killer—he shall 
hunt thee ! Now get hence, or by the Sambhur that I 
killed (7 eat no starved cattle), back thou goest to thy 
mother, burned beast of the Jungle, lamer that ever 
thou earnest into the world! Go!’ 

Father Wolf looked on amazed. He had almoi t for¬ 
gotten the days when he won Mother Wolf i i fair 
fight from five other wolves, when she ran in th( Pack 
and was not called The Demon for complir tent’s 
sake. Shere Khan mi^ht have faced Father Wol', but 
he could not stand up against Mother Wolf, i )r he 
knew that where he vvas she had all the advanta ge of 
the ground, and would fight to the death. So he b; icked 
out of the cave-mouth growling, and when h<; was 
clear he shouted:— 

‘Each dog barks in his own yard! We will see what 
the Pack will say to this fostering of man-cubs. The 
cub is mine, and to my teeth he will come in the end, 
O bush-tailed thieves!’ 

Mother Wolf threw herself down panting among 
the cubs, and Father Wolf said to her gravely:— 

‘Shere Khan speaks this much truth. The cub must 
be shown to the Pack. Wilt thou still keep him, 
Mother?’ 

‘Keep him!’ she gasped. ‘He came naked, by night, 
alone and very hungry; yet he was not afraid 1 Look, 
he has pushed one of my babes to one side already. 
And that lame butcher would have killed him and 
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would have run off to the Waingunga while the 
villagers here hunted through all our lairs in revenge! 
Keep him? Assuredly I will keep him. Lie still, Utde 
frog. O thou MowgU—for MowgU the Frog I will 
call thee—the time will come when thou wilt hunt 
Shere Khan as he has hunted thee.’ 

‘But what will our Pack say?’ said Father Wolf. 

The Law of the Jungle lays down very clearly that 
any wolf may, when he marries, withdraw from the 
Pack he belongs to; but as soon as his cubs are old 
enough to stand on their feet he must bring them 
to the Pack Council, which is generally held once a 
month at full moon, in order that the other wolves 
may identify them. After that inspection the cubs are 
free to run where they please, and until they have 
killed their first buck no excuse is accepted if a grown 
wolf of the Pack kills one of them. The punishment 
is death where the murderer can be found; and if 
you think for a minute you will see that this must 
be so. 

Father Wolf waited till his cubs could run a little, 
and then on the night of the Pack Meeting took them 
and Mowgii and Mother Wolf to the Council Rock— 
a hilltop covered with stones and boulders where a 
hundred wolves could hide. Akela, the great grey Lone 
Wolf, who led all the Pack by strength and cunning, 
lay out at full length on his rock, and below him sat 
forty or more wolves of every size and colour, from 
badger-coloured veterans who could handle a buck 
alone, to young black three-year-olds who thought 
they could. The Lone Wolf had led them for a year 
now. He had fallen twice into a wolf-trap in his youth, 
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and once he had been beaten and left for dead; so he 
knew the manners and customs of men. There was 
very httle talking at the Rock. The cubs tumbled over 
each other in the centre of the circle where their 
mothers and fadiers sat, and now and again a senior 
wolf would go quietly up to a cub, look at him care¬ 
fully, and return to his place on noiseless feet. S( )me- 
times a mother would push her cub far out int< > the 
moonhght, to be sure chat he had not been overlo< ked. 
Akela from his rock would cry: ‘Ye know the L iw— 
ye know the Law. Look well, O Wolves!’ and the 
anxious mothers would take up the call: ‘Look- look 
well, O Wolves!’ 

At last—and Mother Wolf’s neck-bristles Uft ;d as 
the time came—Father Wolf pushed ‘Mowgl the 
Frog,’ as they called him, into the centre, where l .e sat 
laughing and playing with some pebbles that gUsiened 
in the moonlight. 

Akela never raised his head from his paws, but went 
on with the monotonous cry: ‘Look well!’ A muffled 
roar came up from behind the rocks—the voice of 
Shere Khan crying: ‘The cub is mine. Give him to me. 
What have the Free People to do with a man’s cub?’ 
Akela never even twitched his ears: all he said was: 
‘Look well, O Wolves! What have the Free People 
to do with the orders of any save the Free People? 
Look well!’ 

There was a chorus of deep growls, and a young 
wolf in his fourth year flung back Shere Khan’s 
question to Akela: ‘What have the Free People to do 
with a man’s cub?’ Now, the Law of the Jungle lays 
down that if there is any dispute as to the right of a 
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cub to be accepted by the Pack, he must be spoken for 
by at least two members of the Pack who are not his 
father and mother. 

“Who speaks for this cub?’ said Akela. ‘Among the 
Free People who speaks?’ There was no answer, and 
Mother Wolf got ready for what she knew would be 
her last fight, if things came to fighting. 

Then the only other creature who is allowed at the 
Pack Council—Baloo, the sleepy brown bear who 
teaches the wolf-cubs the Law of the Jungle: old Baloo, 
who can come and go where he pleases because he 
eats only nuts and roots and honey—rose up on his 
hindquarters and grunted. 

‘The man’s cub—the man’s cub?’ he said. ‘I speak 
for the man’s cub. There is no harm in a man’s cub. I 
have no gift of words, but I speak the truth. Let him 
run with the Pack, and be entered with the others. I 
myself will teach him.’ 

‘We need yet another,’ said Akela. ‘Baloo has 
spoken, and he is our teacher for the young cubs. 
Who speaks besides Baloo?’ 

A black shadow dropped down into the circle. It 
was Bagheera the Black Panther, inky black all over, 
but with the panther markings showing up in certain 
hghts like the pattern of watered silk. Everybody 
knew Bagheera, and nobody cared to cross his path; 
for he was as cunning as Tabaqui, as bold as the wild 
buffalo, and as reckless as the wounded elephant. But 
he had a voice as soft as wild honey dripping from a 
tree, and a skin softer than down. 

‘O Akela, and ye the Free People,’ he purred, ‘I have 
no right in your assembly; but the Law of the Jungle 
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says that if there is a doubt which is not a killing matter 
in regard to a new cub, the life of that cub may be 
bought at a price. And the Law does not say who may 
or may not pay that price. Am I right?’ 

‘Good! good!’ said the young wolves, who are 
always hungry. ‘Listen to Bagheera. The cub can be 
bought for a price. It is the Law.’ 

‘Knowing that I have no right to speak here I ask 
your leave.’ 

‘Speak then,’ cried twenty voices. 

‘To kill a naked cub is shame. Besides, he may make 
better sport for you when he is grown. Bal<o has 
spoken in his behalf. Now to Baloo’s word I w 11 add 
one bull, and a fat one, newly killed, not half i mile 
from here, if ye will accept the man’s cub accord ing to 
the Law. Is it difficult?’ 

There was a clamour of scores of voices, suying; 
‘What matter? He will die in the winter rains. He will 
scorch in the sun. What harm can a naked frog do 
us? Let him run with the Pack. Where is the bull, 
Bagheera? Let him be accepted.’ And then came 
Akela’s deep bay, crying; ‘Look well—look well, O 
Wolves!’ 

Mowgli was still deeply interested in the pebbles 
and he did not notice when the wolves came and 
looked at him one by one. At last they all went down 
the hill for the dead bull, and only Akela, Bagheera, 
Baloo, and Mowgli’s own wolves were left. Shere 
Khan roared still in the night, for he was very angry 
that Mowgh had not been handed over to him. 

‘Ay, roar well,’ said Bagheera, under his whiskers; 
‘for the time comes when this naked thing will 
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make thee roar to another tune, or I know nothing 
of Man.’ 

‘It was well done,’ said Akela. ‘Men and dieir cubs 
are very wise. He may be a help in time.’ 

‘Truly, a help in time of need; for none can hope to 
lead the Pack for ever,’ said Bagheera. 

Akela said nothing. He was thinking of the time 
that comes to every leader of every pack when his 
strength goes from him and he gets feebler and 
feebler, tiU at last he is killed by the wolves and a 
new leader comes up—to be killed in his turn. 

‘Take him away,’ he said to Father Wolf, ‘and train 
him as befits one of the Free People.’ 

And that is how Mowgli was entered into the 
Seeonee Wolf-Pack at the price of a bull and on 
Baloo’s good word. 

• •••••• 

Now you must be content to skip ten or eleven 
whole years, and only guess at all the wonderful life 
that MowgU led among die wolves, because if it were 
written out it would fill ever so many books. He grew 
up with the cubs, though they, of course, were grown 
wolves almost before he was a child, and Father Wolf 
taught him his business, and the meaning of things in 
the Jungle, till every rusde in the grass, every breath 
of the warm night air, every note of the owls above 
his head, every scratch of a bat’s claws as it roosted for 
a while in a tree, and every splash of every Uttle fish 
jumping in a pool, meant just as much to him as the 
work of his office means to a business man. When he 
was not learning, he sat out in the sun and slept, and 
ate and went to sleep again; when he felt dirty or hot 
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he swam in the forest pools; and when he wanted 
honey (Baloo told him that honey and nuts were just 
as pleasant to eat as raw meat) he cUmbed up for it, 
and that Bagheera showed him how to do. Bagheera 
would he out on a branch and call, ‘Come along. 
Little Brother,’ and at first Mowgh would cling like 
the sloth, but afterward he would fling himself tht 3ugh 
the branches almost as boldly as the grey ape. He took 
his place at the Council Rock, too, when the Pack 
met, and there he discovered that if he stared hard 
at any wolf, the wolt would be forced to drc p his 
eyes, and so he used to stare for fun. At other times he 
would pick the long thorns out of the pads c f his 
friends, for wolves suffer terribly from thorns and 
burrs in their coats. He would go down the hillside into 
the cultivated lands by night, and look very curie lusly 
at the villagers in their huts, but he had a mistrust of 
men because Bagheera showed him a square box with 
a drop-gate so cunningly hidden in the Jungle that 
he nearly walked into it, and told him that it was a 
trap. He loved better than anything else to go with 
Bagheera into the dark warm heart of the forest, to 
sleep all through the drowsy day, and at night to see 
how Bagheera did his killing. Bagheera killed right 
and left as he felt hungry, and so did MowgU—with 
one exception. As soon as he was old enough to under¬ 
stand things, Bagheera told him that he must never 
touch cattle because he had been bought into the Pack 
at the price of a bull’s Hfe. ‘All the Jungle is thine,’ said 
Bagheera, ‘and thou canst kill everything that thou art 
strong enough to kill; but for the sake of the bull that 
bought thee thou must never kill or eat any cattle 
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yoiing or old. That is the Law of the Jungle.’ Mowgh 
obeyed faithfully. 

And he grew and grew strong as a boy must grow 
who does not know that he is learning any lessons, 
and who has nothing in the world to think of except 
things to eat. 

Mother Wolf told him once or twice that Shere 
Khan was not a creature to be trusted, and that some 
day he must kill Shere Khan; but though a young 
wolf would have, remembered that advice every hour, 
Mowgh forgot it because he was only a boy—though 
he would have called himself a wolf if he had been 
able to speak in any human tongue. 

Shere Khan was always crossing his path in the 
Jungle, for as Akela grew older and feebler the lame 
tiger had come to be great friends with the younger 
wolves <of the Pack, who followed him for scraps, 
a thing that Akela would never have allowed if he 
had dared to push his authority to the proper bounds. 
Then Shere iQian would flatter them and wonder that 
such fine young hvmters were content to be led by a 
dying wolf and a man’s cub. ‘They tell me,’ Shere 
Idian would say, ‘that at Council ye dare not look him 
between the eyes’; and the young wolves would growl 
and bristle. 

Bagheera, who had eyes and ears everywhere, knew 
something of this, and once or twice he told MowgU 
in so many words that Shere Khan would kill him 
some day; and Mowgli would laugh and answer: ‘I 
have the Pack and I have thee; and Baloo, though he 
is so lazy, might strike a blow or two for my sake. 
Why should I be afraid?’ 
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It was one very warm day that a new notion came 
to Bagheera—bom of something that he had heard. 
Perhaps Ikki the Porcupine had told him; but he said 
to Mowgli when they were deep in the Jungle, as the 
boy lay with his head on Bagheera’s beautiful black 
skin: ‘Little Brother, how often have I told thee that 
Shere Khan is thy enemy?’ 

‘As many times as there are nuts on that palm ’ said 
Mowgh, who, naturally, could not count. ‘Wl lat of 
it? I am sleepy, Bagheera, and Shere Khan is ah long 
tail and loud talk—like Mao, the Peacock.’ 

‘But this is no time for sleeping. Baloo kno*vs it; 
I know it; the Pack know it; and even the fc olish, 
foohsh deer know. 1 abaqui has told thee, too.’ 

‘Ho! hoi’ said Mowgh. ‘Tabaqui came to ne not 
long ago with some rude talk that I was a naked nan’s 
cub and not fit to dig pig-nuts; but I caught Tabaqui 
by the tail and swung him twice against a palm-tree 
to teach him better manners.’ 

‘That was foolishness; for though Tabaqui is a 
mischief-maker, he would have told thee of something 
that concerned thee closely. Open those eyes. Little 
Brother. Shere Khan dare not kill thee in the Jungle; 
but remember, Akela is very old, and soon the day 
comes when he cannot kill his buck, and then he will 
be leader no more. Many of the wolves that looked 
thee over when thou wast brought to the Council first 
are old too, and the young wolves beUeve, as Shere 
Khan has taught them, that a man-cub has no place 
with the Pack. In a Uttle time thou wilt be a man.’ 

‘And what is a man that he should not run with 
his brothers?’ said Mowgli. ‘I was born in the Jungle. 
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I have obeyed die Law of the Jungle, and there is no 
wolf of ours from whose paws I have not pulled a 
thorn. Surely they are my brothers!’ 

Bagheera stretched himself at full length jmd half 
shut his eyes. ‘Litde Brother,’ said he, ‘feel under my 
jaw.’ 

MowgU put up his strong brown hand, and just 
under Bagheera’s silky chin, where the giant rolling 
muscles were all hid by the glossy hair, he came upon 
a httle bald spot. 

‘There is no one in the Jungle that knows that I, 
Bagheera, carry that mark—^the mark of the collar; 
and yet, Little Brother, I was bom among men, and 
it was among men that my mother died—^in the cages 
of the King’s Palace at Oodeypore. It was because of 
this that I paid the price for thee at the Coundl when 
thou wast a Utde naked cub. Yes, I too was bom 
among men. I had never seen the Jungle. They fed me 
behind bars from an iron pan till one night I felt that 
I was Bagheera—the Panther—and no man’s play¬ 
thing, and I broke the silly lock with one blow of my 
paw and came away; and because I had learned the 
ways of men, I became more terrible in the Jungle 
than Shere Khan. Is it not so?’ 

‘Yes,’ said MowgU; ‘aU the Jvmgle fear Bagheera— 
all except MowgU.’ 

‘Oh, thou art a man’s cub,’ said the Black Panther, 
very tenderly; ‘and even as I returned to my Jungle, so 
thou must go back to men at last,—to the men who 
are thy brothers,—if thou art not killed in the Council.’ 

‘But why—but why should any wish to kill me?’ 
said MowgU. 
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‘Look at me,’ said Bagheera; and Mowgli looked at 
him steadily between the eyes. The big panther turned 
his head away in half a minute. 

‘ That is why,’ he said, shifting his paw on the leaves. 
‘Not even I can look thee between the eyes, and I was 
bom among men, and I love thee. Little Brother. The 
others they hate thee because their eyes cannot meet 
thine—^because thou art wise—^because thou hast >ulled 
out thorns from their feet—because thou art a r lan.’ 

‘I did not know these things,’ said Mowg i sul¬ 
lenly; and he frowned under his heavy blacl eye¬ 
brows. 

‘What is the Law of the Jungle? Strike first an I then 
give tongue. By thy very carelessness they know that 
thou art a man. But be wise. It is in my heai t that 
when Akela misses his next kill,—and at each h unt it 
costs him more to pm the buck,—the Pack will turn 
against him and against thee. They will hold a Jungle 
Coimcil at the Rock, and then—and then—have it!’ 
said Bagheera, leaping up. ‘Go thou down quickly to 
the men’s huts in die valley, and take some of the Red 
Flower which they grow diere, so that when the time 
comes thou mayest have even a stronger friend than 
I or Baloo or those of the Pack that love thee. Get the 
Red Flower.’ 

By Red Flower Bagheera meant fire, only no 
creature in the Jungle will call fire by its proper name. 
Every beast hves in deadly fear of it, and invents a 
himdred ways of describing it. 

‘The Red Flower?’ said Mowgli. ‘That grows out¬ 
side their huts in the twilight. I will get some.’ 

‘There speaks the man’s cub,’ said Bagheera 
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proudly. ‘Remember that it grows in little pots. Get 
one swiftly, and keep it by thee for time of need.’ 

‘Good!’ said Mowgli. ‘I go. But art thou sure, O 
my Bagheera’—he sUpped his arm round the splendid 
neck, and looked deep into the big eyes—‘art thou 
sure that all this is Shere Khan’s doing?’ 

‘By the Broken Lock that freed me, I am sure. 
Little Brother.’ 

‘Then, by the Bull that bought me, I will pay Shere 
Khan full tale for this, and it may be a little over,’ said 
Mowgli; and he bounded away. 

‘That is a man. That is all a man,’ said Bagheera to 
himself, lying down again. ‘Oh, Shere Khan, never 
was a blacker hunting than that frog-hunt of thine 
ten years ago!’ 

MowgU was far and far through the forest, running 
hard, and his heart was hot in him. He came to the 
cave as the evening mist rose, and drew breath, and 
looked down the valley. The cubs were out, but 
Mother Wolf, at the back of the cave, knew by his 
breathing that something was troubling her frog. 

‘What is it. Son?’ she said. 

‘Some bat’s chatter of Shere Khan,’ he called back. 
‘I hunt among the ploughed fields to-night,’ and he 
plunged downward through the bushes, to the stream 
at the bottom of the valley. There he checked, for he 
heard the yell of the Pack hunting, heard the bellow 
of a hunted sambhur, and the snort as the buck turned 
at bay. Then there were wicked, bitter howls from 
the young wolves: ‘Akela 1 Akela! Let the Lone Wolf 
show his strength. Room for the leader of the Pack! 
Spring, Akela!’ 
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The Lone Wolf must have sprung and missed his 
hold, for Mowgli heard the snap of his teeth and then 
a yelp as the sambhur knocked him over with his 
fore--foot. 

He did not wait for anything more, but dashed on; 
and the yells grew fainter behind him as he ran into 
the crop-lands where the villagers Uved. 

‘Bagheera spoke truth,’ he panted, as he nestled 
down in some cattle-fodder by the window of a hut. 
‘To-morrow is one day both for Akela and foi me.’ 

Then he pressed his face close to the windo v and 
watched the fire on the hearth. He saw the hu band- 
man’s wife get up and feed it in the night witl black 
lumps; and when the morning came and th( mists 
were all white and cold, he saw the man’s chi] i pick 
up a wicker pot plastered inside with earth, fill; t with 
lumps of red-hot charcoal, put it under his b. anket, 
and go out to tend the cows in the byre. 

‘Is that all?’ said Mowgli. ‘If a cub can do it, there is 
nothing to fear’; so he strode round the comer and 
met the boy, took the pot from his hand, and dis¬ 
appeared into the mist while the boy howled with 
fear. 

‘They are very like me,’ said Mowgli, blowing into 
the pot, as he had seen the woman do. ‘This thing will 
die if I do not give it things to eat’; and he dropped 
twigs and dried bark on the red stuff. Half-way up the 
hill he met Bagheera with the morning dew shining 
like moonstones on his coat. 

‘Akela has missed,’ said the Panther. ‘They would 
have killed him last night, but they needed thee also. 
They were looking for thee on the hill.’ 
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‘I was among the ploughed lands. I am ready. See!’ 
Mowgli held up the fire-pot. 

‘Good! Now, I have seen men thrust a dry branch 
into that stuff, and presently the Red Flower blossomed 
at the end of it. Art thou not afraid?’ 

‘No. Why should I fear? I remember now—if 
it is not a dream—how, before I was a Wolf, I 
lay beside die Red Flower, and it was warm and 
pleasant.’ 

All that day Mowgli sat in the cave tending his fire- 
pot and dipping dry branches into it to see how they 
looked. He found a branch that satisfied him, and in 
the evening when Tabaqui came to the cave and told 
him rudely enough that he was wanted at the Council 
Rock, he laughed till Tabaqui ran away. Then Mowgli 
went to the Council, still laughing. 

Akela the Lone Wolf lay by the side of his rock as 
a sign that the leadership of the Pack was open, and 
Shere Khan with his following of scrap-fed wolves 
walked to and fro openly, being flattered. Bagheera 
lay close to Mowgli, and the fire-pot was between 
MowgU’s knees. When they were all gathered to¬ 
gether, Shere Khan began to speak—a thing he would 
never have dared to do when Akela was in his prime. 

‘He has no right,’ whispered Bagheera. ‘Say so. He 
is a dog’s son. He will be frightened.’ 

Mowgh sprjuig to his feet. ‘Free People,’ he cried, 
‘does Shere Khan lead the Pack? What has a tiger to 
do with our leadership?’ 

‘Seeing that the leadership is yet open, and being 
asked to speak—’ Shere Khan began. 

‘By whom?’ said Mowgh. ‘Are we all jackals, to 
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fawn on this cattle-butcher? The leadership of the 
Pack is with the Pack alone.’ 

There were yells of ‘Silence, thou man’s cub!’ ‘Let 
him speak. He has kept our Law’; and at last the 
seniors of the Pack thundered: ‘Let the Dead Wolf 
speak.’ When a leader of the Pack has missed his kill, 
he is called the Dead Wolf as long as he lives, V'hich is 
not long, as a rule. 

Akela raised his old head wearily:— 

‘Free People, and ye too, jackals of Shere Kl an, for 
many seasons I have led ye to and from the kill and in 
all my time not one has been trapped or n aimed. 
Now I have missed my kill. Ye know how d at plot 
was made. Ye know how ye brought me u,» to an 
untried buck to make my weakness known. It was 
cleverly done. Your right is to kill me here on the 
Council Rock now. Therefore, I ask, who cc mes to 
make an end of the Lone Wolf? For it is my right, by 
the Law of the Jungle, that ye come one by one.’ 

There was a long hush, for no single wolf cared to 
fight Akela to the death. Then Shere Khan roared: 
‘Bah! what have we to do with this toothless fool? 
He is doomed to die I It is the man-cub who has Uved 
too long. Free People, he was my meat from the first. 
Give him to me. I am weary of this man-wolf folly. 
He has troubled the Jungle for ten seasons. Give me 
the man-cub, or I will hunt here always, and not give 
you one bone. He is a man, a man’s child, and from 
the marrow of my bones I hate him!’ 

Then more than half the Pack yelled: ‘A man! a 
man! What has a man to do with us? Let him go to 
his own place.’ 
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‘And turn all the people of the villages against us?’ 
clamoured Shere Khan. ‘No; give him to me. He is a 
man, and none of us can look him between the eyes.’ 

Akela Ufted his head again, and said: ‘He has eaten 
our food. He has slept widi us. He has driven game 
for us. He has broken no word of the Law of the 
Jungle.’ 

‘Also, I paid for him with a bull when he was 
accepted. The worth of a bull is Httle, but Bagheera’s 
honour is something that he will perhaps fight for,’ 
said Bagheera, in his gentlest voice. 

‘A bull paid ten years ago!’ the Pack snarled. ‘What 
do we care for bones ten years old?’ 

‘Or for a pledge?’ said Bagheera, his white teeth 
bared under his lip. ‘Well are ye called the Free 
People!’ 

‘No man’s cub can run with the people of the 
Jungle,’ howled Shere Khan. ‘Give him to me 1’ 

‘He is our brother in all but blood,’ Akela went on; 
‘and ye would kill him here I In truth, I have lived too 
long. Some of ye are eaters of cattle, and of others I 
have heard that, under Shere Khan’s teaching, ye go 
by dark night and snatch children from the villager’s 
door-step. Therefore I know ye to be cowards, and it 
is to cowards I speak. It is certain that I must die, and 
my Ufe is of no worth, or I would offer that in the 
, Man-cub’s place. But for the sake of the Honour of 
the Pack,---a Uttle matter that by being without a 
leader ye have forgotten,—^I promise that if ye let the 
Man-cub go to his own place, I will not, when my 
time comes to die, bare one tooth against ye. I will die 
without fighting. That will at least save the Pack three 
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lives. More I cannot do; but if ye will, I can save ye 
the shame that comes of killing a brother against 
whom there is no fault,—a brodier spoken for and 
bought into the Pack according to the Law of the 
Jungle.’ 

‘He is a man—a man—a man!’ snarled the Pack; and 
most of the wolves began to gather round Shert Khan, 
whose tail was beginning to switch. 

‘Now the business is in thy hands,’ said Bagb eera to 
Mowgh. 'We can do no more except fight.’ 

Mowgli stood upright—the fire-pot in his hands. 
Then he stretched out his arms, and yawned in i ae face 
of the Council; but he was furious with ra ^e and 
sorrow, for, wolf-like, the wolves had never t( Id him 
how they hated him. ‘Listen, you!’ he cried. ‘1 here is 
no need for this dog’s jabber. Ye have told me s) often 
to-night that I am a man (and indeed I would have 
been a wolf with you to my life’s end), that I feel your 
words are true. So I do not call ye my brothers any 
more, but sag [dogs], as a man should. What ye will 
do, and what ye will not do, is not yours to say. That 
matter is with me; and that we may see the matter 
more plainly, I, the man, have brought here a little 
of the Red Flower which ye, dogs, fear.’ 

He flung the fire-pot on the ground, and some of 
the red coals lit a tuft of dried moss that flared up, as 
all the Council drew back in terror before the leaping 
flames. 

Mowgh thrust his dead branch into the fire till the 
twigs ht and crackled, and whirled it above his head 
among the cowering wolves. 

‘Thou art the master,’ said Bagheera, in an under- 
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tone. ‘Save Akela from the death. He was ever thy 
friend.’ 

Akela, the grim old wolf who had never asked for 
mercy in his hfe, gave one piteous look at Mowgh as 
the boy stood all naked, his long black hair tossing 
over his shoulders in the Hght of the blazing branch 
that made the shadows jump and quiver. 

‘Good!’ said Mowgh, staring round slowly. ‘I see 
that ye are dogs. I go from you to my own people— 
if they be my own people. The Jungle is shut to me, 
and I must forget your talk and your companionship; 
but I will be more merciful than ye are. Because I was 
all but your brother in blood, I promise that when I 
am a man among men I will not betray ye to men as 
ye have betrayed me.’ He kicked the fire with his foot, 
and the sparks flew up. ‘There shall be no war between 
any of us and the Pack. But here is a debt to pay before 
I go.’ He strode forward to where Shere Khan sat 
blinking smpidly at the flames, and caught him by the 
tuft on his chin. Bagheera followed in case of accidents. 
‘Up, dog!’ Mowgli cried. ‘Up, when a man speaks, 
or I will set that coat ablaze!’ 

Shere Khan’s ears lay flat back on his head, and he 
shut his eyes, for the blazing branch was very near. 

‘This catde-killer said he would kill me in the 
Council because he had not killed me when I was a 
cub. Thus and thus, then, do we beat dogs when we 
are men. Stir a whisker, Lungri, and I ram the Red 
Flower down thy gullet!’ He beat Shere Khan over 
the head with the branch, and the tiger whimpered 
and whined in an agony of fear. 

‘Pah! Singed jungle-cat—go now 1 But remember 
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when next I come to the Council Rock, as a man 
should come, it will be with Shere Khan’s hide on my 
head. For the rest, Akela goes free to live as he pleases. 
Ye will not kill him, because that is not my w^. Nor 
do I think that ye will sit here any longer, lolling out 
your tongues as though ye were somebodies, instead 
of dogs whom I drive out—thus! Go!’ The lire was 
burning furiously at the end of the bran<h, and 
Mowgh struck right and left round the circle, md the 
wolves ran howling with the sparks burning d eir fur. 
At last there were only Akela, Bagheera, and perhaps 
ten wolves that had taken MowgU’s part. Thei some¬ 
thing began to hurt Mowgh inside him, as he had 
never been hurt in his hfe before, and he cat ght his 
breath and sobbed, and the tears ran down his face. 

‘What is it? Wh.it is it?’ he said. ‘I do not vish to 
leave the Jungle, and I do not know what this is. Am 
I dying, Bagheera?’ 

‘No, Little Brother. Those are only tears such as men 
use,’ said Bagheera. ‘Now I know thou art a man, and 
a man’s cub no longer. The Jungle is shut indeed to 
thee henceforward. Let them fall, Mowgh. They are 
only tears.’ So Mowgh sat and cried as though his 
heart would break; and he had never cried in all his 
hfe before. 

‘Now,’ he said, ‘I will go to men. But first I must 
say farewell to my mother’; and he went to the cave 
where she lived with Father Wolf, and he cried on her 
coat, while the four cubs howled miserably. 

‘Ye will not forget me?’ said Mowgh. 

‘Never while we can follow a trail,’ said the cubs. 
‘Come to the foot of the hill when thou art a man. 
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and we will talk to thee; and we will come into the 
crop-lands to play with thee by night.’ 

‘Come soon!’ said Father Wolf. ‘Oh, wise Uttle 
frog, come again soon; for we be old, thy mother 
and 1.’ 

‘Come soon,’ said Mother Wolf, ‘htde naked son of 
mine; for, listen, diild of man, I loved thee more than 
ever I loved my cubs.’ 

‘I will surely come,’ said Mowgli; ‘and when I come 
it will be to lay out Shere Khan’s hide upon the 
Council Rock. Do not forget me! Tell them in the 
Jungle never to forget me 1’ 

The dawn was beginning to break when Mowgli 
went down the hillside alone, to meet those mysterious 
things that are called men. 
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As the dawn was breaking the Sambhur belled 
Once, twice and again! 

And a doe leaped up, and a doe leaped up 
From the pond in the wood where the wild deer su p. 
This I, scouting alow, beheld. 

Once, twice and again! 

As the dawn was breaking the Sambhur belled 
Once, twice and again! 

And a wolf stole back, and a wolf stole back 
To carry the word to the waiting pack. 

And we sought and we found and we bayed on hh track 
Once, twice and again! 

As the dawn was breaking the WolJ-Pack yelled 
Once, twice and again! 

Feet in the Jungle that leave no mark! 

Eyes that can see in the dark—the dark! 

Tongue—give tongue to it! Hark! Oh, hark! 

Once, twice and again! 


31 




KAA’S HUNTING 




KAA’S HUNTING 


His spots are the joy of the Leopard: his horns are the 
Buffalo’s pride. 

Be clean, for the strength of the hunter is known by 
the gloss of his hide. 

If ye find that the bullock can toss you, or the! leavy- 
browed Sambhur can gore; 

Ye need not stop work to inform us: we knev- it ten 
seasons before. 

Oppress not the cubs of the stranger, but hail t lem as 
Sister and Brotlier, 

For though they aro httle and fubsy, it may 3e the 
Bear is their mc'ther. 

‘There is none like to me!’ says the Cub in tht pride 
of his earhest kill; 

But the Jungle is large and the Cub he is small. Let him 
think and be still. 

Maxims of Baloo. 

Ik LL THAT IS TOLD HERB happened some time 
A-X before Mowgh was turned out of the Seeonee 
-Z. jLWolf-Pack, or revenged himself on Shere Khan 
the tiger. It was in the days when Baloo was teaching 
him the Law of the Jungle. The big, serious, old 
brown bear was dehghted to have so quick a pupil, 
for the young wolves will only learn as much of the 
Law of the Jungle as appUes to their own pack and 
tribe, and run away as soon as they can repeat the 
Hunting Verse:—‘Feet that make no noise; eyes that 
can see in the dark; ears that can hear the winds in 
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their lairs, and sharp white teeth, all these things are 
the marks of our brothers except Tabaqui the Jackal 
and the Hyaena whom we hate.’ But Mowgli, as a 
man-cub, had to learn a great deal more than this. 
Sometimes Bagheera, the Black Panther, would come 
lounging through the Jungle to see how his pet was 
getting on, and would purr with his head against a 
tree while MowgU recited the day’s lesson to Baloo. 
The boy could cHmb almost as well as he could swim, 
and swim almost as well as he could run; so Baloo, 
the Teacher of the Law, taught him the Wood and 
Water Laws; how to tell a rotten branch from a sound 
one; how to speak poUtely to the wild bees when he 
came upon a hive of them fifty feet above ground; 
what to say to Mang the Bat when he disturbed him 
in the branches at midday; and how to warn the 
water-snakes in the pools before he splashed down 
among them. None of the Jungle-People hke being 
disturbed, and all are very ready to fly at an intruder. 
Then, too, MowgU was taught the Stranger’s Hunting 
Call, which must be repeated aloud till it is answered, 
whenever one of the Jungle-People hunts outside his 
own groimds. It means, translated: ‘Give me leave to 
hunt here because I am hungry’; and the answer is: 
‘Hunt then for food, but not for pleasure.’ 

All this will show you how much MowgU had to 
learn by heart, and he grew very tired of saying the 
same thing over a hundred times; but, as Baloo said to 
Bagheera, one day when MowgU had been cuffed and 
run off in a temper: ‘A Man-cub is a Man-cub, and he 
must learn all the Law of the Jungle.’ 

‘But think how small he is,’ said the Black Panther, 
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who would have spoiled Mowgli if he had had his 
own way. ‘How can his litde head carry all 
talk?’ 

‘Is there anything in the Jungle too Httle to be killed? 
No. That is why I teach him these things, and that is 
why I hit him, very softly, when he forgets.’ 

‘Softly! What dost thou know of softness, old 
Iron-feet?’ Bagheera grunted. ‘His face is all bruised 
to-day by thy—sofmess. Ughl’ 

‘Better he should be bruised from head to bot by 
me who love him than that he should come t > harm 
through ignorance,’ Baloo answered very ea nestly. 
‘I am now teaching him the Master-Words of the 
Jungle that shall protect him with the birds ; nd the 
Snake-People, and all that hunt on four feet, except 
his own pack. He can now claim protection, if be will 
only remember the words, from all in the Jungle. Is 
not that worth a htde beating?’ 

‘Well, look to it then that thou dost not kill the 
Man-cub. He is no tree-trunk to sharpen thy blunt 
claws upon. But what are those Master-Words? I am 
more Idcely to give help than to ask it’—Bagheera 
stretched out one paw and admired the steel-blue, 
ripping-chisel talons at the end of it—‘still I should Hke 
to know.’ 

‘I will call Mowgli and he shall say them—if he wiU. 
Come, Little Brother 1’ 

‘My head is ringing like a bee-tree,’ said a sullen 
httle voice over their heads, and Mowgli sUd down a 
tree-trunk very angry and indignant, adding as he 
reached the ground: ‘I come for Bagheera and not for 
thee, fat old Baloo 1’ 
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‘That is all one to me,’ said Baloo, though he was 
hurt and grieved. ‘Tell Bagheera, then, the Master- 
Words of the Jtmgle that I have taught thee this day.’ 

‘Master-Words for which people?’ said Mowgli, 
dehghted to show off. ‘The Jungle has many tongues. 
I know them all.’ 

‘A httle thou knowest, but not much. See, O 
Bagheera, they never thank their teacher. Not one 
small wolfling has ever come back to thank old Baloo 
for his teachings. Say the word for the Hunting- 
People, then—great scholar.’ 

‘We be of one blood, ye and I,’ said Mowgh, giving 
the words the Bear accent which all the Hunting- 
People use. 

‘Good. Now for the birds.’ 

Mowgh repeated, with the Kite’s whistle at the end 
of the sentence. 

‘Now for the Snake-People,’ said Bagheera. 

The answer was a perfectly indescribable hiss, and 
Mowgh kicked up his feet behind, clapped his hands 
together to applaud himself, and jumped on to Bag- 
heera’s back, where he sat sideways, drumming with 
his heels on the glossy skin and making the worst faces 
he could think of at Baloo. 

‘There—there! That was worth a httle bruise,’ said 
the brown bear tenderly. ‘Some day thou wdt re¬ 
member me.’ Then he turned aside to tell Bagheera 
how he had begged the Master-Words from Hathi 
the Wild Elephant, who knows all about these things, 
and how Hathi had taken Mowgh down to a pool to 
get the Snake Word from a water-snake, because 
Baloo could not pronounce it, and how Mowgh was 
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now reasonably safe against all accidents in the Jungle, 
because neither snake, bird, nor beast would hurt him. 

‘No one, then, is to be feared,’ Baloo wound up, 
patting his big furry stomach with pride. 

‘Except his own tribe,’ said Bagheera, under his 
breath; and then aloud to Mowgli: ‘Have a (:are for 
my ribs, Litde Brother! What is all this dan :ing up 
and down?’ 

Mowgh had been trying to make himself h ;ard by 
pulling at Bagheer i’s shoulder-fur and kickir g hard. 
When the two Hstcned to him he was shoutin y at the 
topof his voice: ‘Aiidso I shallhave a tribe of n y own, 
and lead them thrc'Ugh the branches all day Ic ng.’ 

‘What is this new folly, Uttle dreamer of d reams?’ 
said Bagheera. 

‘Yes, and throw branches and dirt at old Baloo,’ 
Mowgh went on. ‘ They have promised me th.s. Ah!’ 

'WhooJC Baloo’s big paw scooped Mowgh off 
Bagheera’s back, and as the boy lay between the big 
fore-paws he could see the Bear was angry. 

‘Mowgh,’ said Baloo, ‘thou hast been talking with 
the Bandar-log —the Monkey-People.’ 

Mowgh looked at Bagheera to see if the Panther 
was angry too, and Bagheera’s eyes were as hard as 
jade-stones. 

‘Thou hast been with the Monkey-People—the grey 
apes—the people without a Law—the eaters of every¬ 
thing. That is great shame.’ 

‘When Baloo hurt my head,’ said Mowgh (he was 
still on his back), ‘I went away, and the grey apes came 
down from the trees and had pity on me. No one else 
cared.’ He snuffled a httle. 
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‘The pity of the Monkey-People!’ Baloo snorted. 
‘The stillness of the mountain stream 1 The cool of the 
summer sim I And then, Man-cub?’ 

‘And then, and then, they gave me nuts and pleasant 
things to eat, and they—they carried me in their arms 
up to the top of the trees and said I was their blood- 
brother except that I had no tail, and should be their 
leader some day.’ 

‘They have no leader,’ said Bagheera. ‘They lie. 
They have always lied.’ 

‘They were very kind and bade me come again. 
Why have I never been taken among the Monkey- 
People? They stand on their feet as I do. They do not 
hit me with hard paws. They play all day. Let me get 
up 1 Bad Baloo, let me up 1 1 will play with them 
again.’ 

‘Listen, Man-cub,’ said the Bear, and his voice 
rumbled like thunder on a hot night. ‘I have taught 
thee all the Law of the Jungle for all the peoples of 
the Jungle—except the Monkey-Folk who live in the 
trees. They have no Law. They are outcasts. They have 
no speech of their own, but use the stolen words which 
they overhear when they hsten, and peep, and wait up 
above in the branches. Their way is not our way. They 
are without leaders. They have no remembrance. 
They boast and chatter and pretend that they are a 
great people about to do great affairs in the Jungle, but 
the falling of a nut turns their minds to laughter and all 
is forgotten. We of the Jungle have no dealings with 
them. We do not drink where the monkeys drink; 
we do not go where the monkeys go; we do not hunt 
where they hunt; we do not die where they die. Hast 


40 



kaa’s hunting 

thou ever heard me speak of the Bandar-log till 
to-day?’ 

‘No,’ said Mowgli in a whisper, for the forest was 
very still now Baloo had finished. 

‘The Jungle-People put them out of their mouths 
and out of their minds. They are very man), evil, 
dirty, shameless, and they desire, if they have an ' fixed 
desire, to bfe noticed by the Jungle-People. But we do 
not notice them even when they throw nuts ar d filth 
on our heads.’ 

He had hardly spoken when a shower onuts 
and twigs spattered down through the branch s; and 
they could hear coughings and bowlings and angry 
jumpings high up in the air among thi thin 
branches. 

‘The Monkey-People are forbidden,’ said Baloo, 
‘forbidden to the Jungle-People. Remember.’ 

‘Forbidden,’ said Bagheera; ‘but I still think Baloo 
should have warned thee against them.’ 

‘I—^I? How was I to guess he would play with such 
dirt? The Monkey-People! Faugh!’ 

A fresh shower came down on their heads and the 
two trotted away, taking Mowgli with them. What 
Baloo had said about the monkeys was perfectly true. 
They belonged to the tree-tops, and as beasts very 
seldom look up, there was no occasion for the 
monkeys and the Jungle-People to cross each other’s 
path. But whenever they found a sick wolf, or a 
wounded tiger, or bear, the monkeys would torment 
him, and would throw sticks and nuts at any beast for 
fun and in the hope of being noticed. Then they would 
howl and shriek senseless songs, and invite the Jungle- 
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People to climb up their trees and fight them, or 
would start furious battles over nothing among them¬ 
selves, and leave the dead monkeys where the Jungle- 
People could see them. They were always just going 
to have a leader, and laws and customs of their own, 
but they never did, because their memories would not 
hold over from day to day, and so they compromised 
things by making up a saying: “What the Bandar-log 
think now the Jungle will think later,’ and that com¬ 
forted them a great deal. None of the beasts could 
reach them, but on the other hand none of the beasts 
would notice them, and that was why they were so 
pleased when MowgU came to play with them, and 
they heard how angry Baloo was. 

They never meant to do any more—the Bandar-log 
never mean anything at all; but one of them invented 
what seemed to him a briUiant idea, and he told all the 
others that MowgU would be a useful person to keep 
in the tribe, because he covild weave sticks together 
for protection from the wind; so, if they caught him, 
they could make him teach them. Of course, Mowgh, 
as a woodcutter’s child, inherited all sorts of instincts, 
and used to make Httle huts of fallen branches without 
thinking how he came to do it, and the Monkey- 
People, watching in the trees, considered his play most 
wonderful. This time, they said, they were really 
going to have a leader and become the wisest people 
in the Jungle—^so wise that every one else would notice 
and envy them. Therefore they followed Baloo and 
Bagheera and Mowgh through the Jungle very quiedy 
till it was time for the midday nap, and Mowgh, who 
was very much ashamed of himself, slept between the 
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Panther and the Bear, resolving to have no more to 
do with the Monkey-People. 

The next thing he remembered was feeling hands on 
his legs and arms—hard, strong, Uttle hands—and then 
a swash of branches in his face, and then he was star¬ 
ing dowm through the swaying boughs as Baloo woke 
the Jungle with his deep cries and Bagheera bomded 
up the trunk with every tooth bared. The Baivlar-log 
howled with triumph and scuffled away to the upper 
branches where Bagiieera dared not follow, she iiting: 
‘He has noticed us! Bagheera has noticed us. j‘l11 the 
Jungle-People admire us for our skill and ou • cun¬ 
ning.’ Then they began their flight; and the fli ght of 
the Monkey-People through tree-land is one ^f the 
things nobody can (i escribe. They have their i jgular 
roads and cross-roads, up hills and down hills,: 11 laid 
out from fifty to seventy or a hundred feet above 
ground, and by these they can travel even at night if 
necessary. Two of the strongest monkeys caught 
Mowgh under the arms and swung off with him 
through the tree-tops, twenty feet at a boimd. Had 
they been alone they could have gone twice as fast, 
but the boy’s weight held them back. Sick and giddy 
as Mowgh was he could not help enjoying the wild 
rush, though the gflmpses of earth far dowm below 
frightened him, and the terrible check and jerk at the 
end of the swing over nothing but empty air brought 
his heart between his teeth. His escort would rush him 
up a tree till he felt the thinnest topmost branches 
crackle and bend imder them, and then with a cough 
and a whoop would fling themselves into the air out¬ 
ward and downward, and bring up, hanging by their 
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hands or their feet to the lower Umbs of the next tree. 
Sometimes he could see for miles and miles across the 
still green Jungle, as a man on the top of a mast can see 
for miles across the sea, and then the branches and 
leaves would lash him across the face, and he and his 
two guards would be almost down to earth again. So, 
bounding and crashing and whooping and yelling, 
the whole tribe of Bandar-log swept along the tree- 
roads with Mowgh their prisoner. 

For a time he was afraid of being dropped: then he 
grew angry but knew better than to struggle, and then 
he began to think. The first thing was to send back 
word to Baloo and Bagheera, for, at the pace the 
monkeys were going, he knew his friends would be 
left far behind. It was useless to look down, for he 
could only see the top-sides of the branches, so he 
stared upward and saw, far away in the blue, Chil the 
Kite balancing and wheeling as he kept watch over 
the Jungle waiting for things to die. Chil saw that the 
monkeys were carrying something, and dropped a 
few hundred yards to find out whether their load 
was good to eat. He whistled with surprise when 
he saw Mowgh being dragged up to a tree-top and 
heard him give the Kite call for—‘We be of one 
blood, thou and I.’ The waves of the branches closed 
over the boy, but Chil balanced away to the next 
tree in time to see the httle brown face come up 
again. ‘Mark my trail,’ Mowgh shouted. ‘Tell Baloo 
of the Seeonee Pack and Bagheera of the Council 
Rock.’ 

‘In whose name. Brother?’ Chil had never seen 
Mowgh before, though of course he had heard of him. 
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‘Mowgli, the Frog. Man-cub they call me! Mark 
my tra-il 1’ 

The last words were shrieked as he was being swung 
through the air, but Chil nodded and rose up till he 
looked no bigger than a speck of dust, and ^cre he 
hung, watching with his telescope eyes the swaying of 
the tree-tops as MowgU’s escort whirled along. 

‘They never go far,’ he said with a chuckle. They 
never do what they set out to do. Always peck ng at 
new things are the Bandar-log. This time, if I ha^ e any 
eyesight, they have pecked down trouble for hem- 
selves, for Baloo is no fledgling and Bagheera (in, as 
I know, kin more th in goats.’ 

So he rocked on iiis wings, his feet gather d up 
under him, and waited. 

Meantime, Baloo .md Bagheera were furious with 
rage and grief. Bagheera climbed as he had never 
climbed before, but the thin branches broke beneath 
his weight, and he shpped down, his claws full of bark. 

‘Why didst thou not warn the Man-cub?’ he roared 
to poor Baloo, who had set off at a clumsy trot in the 
hope of overtaking the monkeys. ‘What was the use 
of half slaying him with blows if thou didst not warn 
him?’ 

‘Haste! Oh, haste! We —wc may catch them yet!’ 
Baloo panted. 

‘At that speed! It would not tire a wounded cow. 
Teacher of the Law—cub-beater—a mile of that roll¬ 
ing to and fro would burst thee open. Sit still and 
think! Make a plan. This is no time for chasing. They 
may drop him if we follow too close.’ 

*Arrula! Whoo! They may have dropped him al- 
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ready, being tired of carrying him. Who can trust the 
Bandar-log? Put dead bats on my head! Give me black 
bones to eat! Roll me into the hives of the wild bees 
that I may be stung to death, and bury me with the 
Hyaena, for I am the most miserable of bears 
Wahooal Oh, MowgU, Mowgh! why did I not warn 
thee against the Monkey-FoUc instead of breaking thy 
head? Now perhaps I may have knocked the day’s 
lesson out of his mind, and he will be alone in the 
Jungle without the Master-Words.’ 

Baloo clasped his paws over his ears and rolled to 
and fro moaning. 

‘At least he gave me aU the Words correctly a Uttle 
time ago,’ said Bagheera impatiently. ‘Baloo, thou 
hast neither memory nor respect. What would the 
Jungle think if I, the Black Panther, curled myself up 
like Ikki the Porcupine, and howled?’ 

‘What do I care what the Jungle thinks? He may be 
dead by now.’ 

‘Unless and until they drop him from the branches 
in sport, or kill him out of idleness, I have no fear for 
the Man-cub. He is wise and well taught, and above 
all he has the eyes that make the Jungle-People afraid. 
But (and it is a great evil) he is m the power of the 
Bandar-log, and they, because they hve in trees, have 
no fear of any of our people.’ Bagheera hcked one 
fore-paw thoughtfully. 

‘Fool that I am! Oh, fat, brown, root-digging fool 
that I am,’ said Baloo, uncurling himself with a jerk, 
‘it is true what Hathi the Wild Elephant says: “To 
each his own fear”; and they, the Bandar-log, fear Kaa 
the Rock Snake. He can chmb as well as they can. He 
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steals the young monkeys in the night. The whisper 
of his name makes their wicked tails cold. Let us go 
to Kaa.’ 

‘What will he do for us? He is not of our tribe, being 
footless—and with most evil eyes,’ said Bagheera. 

‘He is very old and very cunning. Above all, he is 
always hungry,’ said Baloo hopefully. ‘Promise him 
many goats.’ 

‘He sleeps for a full month after he has once saten. 
He may be asleep no^v, and even were he awake what 
if he would rather kill his own goats?’ Bagheera who 
did not know much about Kaa, was natural!' sus¬ 
picious. 

‘Then in that case, thou and I together, old h inter, 
might make him see reason.’ Here Baloo rubbi d his 
faded brown shoulder against the Pantlier, and they 
went off to look for Kaa the Rock Python. 

They found him stretched out on a warm ledge in 
the afternoon sun, admiring his beautiful new coat, 
for he had been in retirement for the last ten days, 
changing his skin, and now he was very splendid— 
darting his big blunt-nosed head along the ground, 
and twisting the thirty feet of his body into fantastic 
knots and curves, and Ucking his Ups as he thought of 
his dinner to come. 

‘He has not eaten,’ said Baloo, with a grunt of rehef, 
as soon as he saw the beautifully mottled brown-and- 
yellow jacket. ‘Be careful, Bagheera! He is always a 
little bhnd after he has changed his skin, and very 
quick to strike.’ 

Kaa was not a poison-snake—in fact he rather de¬ 
spised the poison-snakes as cowards—but his strength 
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lay in his hug, and when he had once lapped his 
huge coils round anybody there was no more to be 
said. ‘Good hxmting!’ cried Baloo, sitting up on his 
haunches. Like all snakes of his breed, Kaa was rather 
deaf, and did not hear the call at first. Then he curled 
up ready for any accident, his head lowered. 

‘Good hunting for us all!’ he answered. ‘Oho, Baloo, 
what dost thou do here? Good hunting, Bagheera! 
One of us at least needs food. Is there any news of 
game afoot? A doe now, or even a young buck? I am 
as empty as a dried well.’ 

‘We are hunting,’ said Baloo carelessly. He knew 
that you must not hurry Kaa. He is too big. 

‘Give me permission to come with you,’ said Kaa. 
‘A blow more or less is nothing to thee, Bagheera or 
Baloo, but I—I have to wait and wait for days in a 
wood-path and climb half a night on the mere chance 
of a young ape. Pss-haw! The branches are not what 
they were when I was young. Rotten twigs and dry 
boughs are they all.’ 

‘Maybe thy great weight has something to do with 
the matter,’ said Baloo. 

‘I am a fair length—a fair length,’ said Kaa, with a 
Uttle pride. ‘But for all that, it is the fault of this new- 
grown timber. I came very near to falling on my last 
hunt—very near indeed—and the noise of my shp- 
ping, for my tail was not tight wrapped round the 
tree, waked the Bandar-log, and they called me most 
evil names.’ 

‘Footless, yellow earth-worm,’ said Bagheera under 
his whiskers, as though he were trying to remember 
something. 
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‘Sssss! Have they ever called me thatf said Kaa. 

‘Something of that kind it was that they shouted to 
us last moon, but we never noticed them. They will 
say anything—even that thou hast lost all thy teeth, 
and wilt not face anything bigger than a kid, because 
(they are indeed shameless, these Bandar-log )—b icause 
thou art afraid of the he-goat’s horns,’ Bagheen went 
on sweetly. 

Now a snake, especially a wary old python lik ; Kaa, 
very seldom shows chat he is angry, but Balo > and 
Bagheera could see the big swallowing-musc es on 
either side of Kaa’s tliroat ripple and bulge. 

‘The Bandar-log have shifted their grounds,’ 1 e said 
quietly. ‘When I car le up into the sun to-day I leard 
them whooping am( >ng the tree-tops.’ 

‘It—it is the Bandar-log that we follow now,’ said 
Baloo; but the words stuck in his throat, for that was 
the first time in his memory that one of the Jungle- 
People had owned to being interested in the doings of 
the monkeys. 

‘Beyond doubt then it is no small thing that takes 
two such hunters—leaders in their own Jungle I am 
certain—on the trail of the Bandar-log,’ Kaa replied 
courteously, as he swelled with curiosity. 

‘Indeed,’ Baloo began, ‘I am no more than the old 
and sometimes very foolish Teacher of the Law to the 
Seeonee wolf-cubs, and Bagheera here-’ 

‘Is Bagheera,’ said the Black Panther, and his jaws 
shut with a snap, for he did not believe in being 
humble. ‘The trouble is this, Kaa. Those nut-stealers 
and pickers of palm-leaves have stolen away our Man- 
cub, of whom tliou hast perhaps heard.’ 
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‘I heard some news from Ikki (his quills make him 
presumptuous) of a man-thing that was entered into a 
wolf-pack, but I did not believe. Ikki is full of stories 
half heard and very badly told.’ 

‘But it is true. He is such a Man-cub as never was,’ 
said Baloo. ‘The best and wisest and boldest of Man- 
cubs—my own pupil, who shall make the name of 
Baloo famous through all the jungles; and besides, I— 
we—love him, Kaa.’ 

‘Tss! Tss!’ said Kaa, shaking his head to and fro. 
‘I also have known what love is. There are tales I 
could tell that-’ 

‘That need a clear night when we are all well fed to 
praise properly,’ said Bagheera quickly. ‘Our Man- 
cub is in the hands of the Bandar-log now, and we 
know that of all the Jungle-People they fear Kaa 
alone.’ 

‘They fear me alone. They have good reason,’ said 
Kaa. ‘Chattering, foohsh, vain—vain, foohsh, and 
chattering, are the monkeys. But a man-thing in their 
hands is in no good luck. They grow tired of the nuts 
they pick, and throw them down. They carry a 
branch half a day, meaning to do great things with it, 
and then they snap it in two. That man-thing is not 
to be envied. They called me also—“yellow fish,” was 
it not?’ 

‘Worm—worm—earth-worm,’ said Bagheera, ‘as 
well as other things which I cannot now say for 
shame.’ 

‘We must remind them to speak well of their 
master. Aaa-sssh! We must help their wandering 
memories. Now, whither went they with the cub?’ 
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‘The Jungle alone knows. Toward die sunset, I 
believe,’ said Baloo. ‘We had thought that thou 
wouldst know, Kaa.’ 

‘I? How? I take them when they come in my way, 
but I do not hunt the Bandar-log, or frogs—or green 
scum on a water-hole for that matter.’ 

‘Up, Up! Up, Up! HiUo! lUo! lUo! Loot up, 
Baloo of the Seeonee Wolf-Pack!’ 

Baloo looked up to see where the voice came fom, 
and there was Chil the Kite, sweeping down wi h the 
sun shining on the upturned flanges of his wir gs. It 
was near Chil’s bed-’^ime, but he had ranged al over 
the Jungle looking foi the Bear and had missed h m in 
the thick foliage. 

‘What is it?’ said B iloo. 

‘I have seen Mowgli among the Bandar-log. He bade 
me tell you. I watched. The Bandar-log have takeri him 
beyond the river to the monkey city—to the Cold 
Lairs. They may stay there for a night, or ten nights, 
or an hour. I have told the bats to watch through the 
dark time. That is my message. Good hunting, all you 
below!’ 

‘Full gorge and a deep sleep to you, Chil,’ cried 
Bagheera. ‘I will remember thee in my next kill, and 
put aside the head for thee alone, O best of kites!’ 

‘It is nothing. It is nothing. The boy held the Master- 
Word. I could have done no less,’ and Cliil circled up 
again to his roost. 

‘He has not forgotten to use his tongue,’ said Baloo, 
with a chuckle of pride. ‘To think of one so young 
remembering the Master-Word for the birds too while 
he was being pulled across-trees!’ 
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‘It was most firmly driven into him,’ said Bagheera. 
‘But I am proud of him, and now we must go to the 
Cold Lairs.’ 

They all knew where that place was, but few of the 
Jungle-People ever went there, because what they 
called the Cold Lairs was an old deserted city, lost and 
buried in the Jungle, and beasts seldom use a place 
that men have once used. The wild boar will, but the 
hunting-tribes do not. Besides, the monkeys Hved 
there as much as they could be said to Hve anywhere, 
and no self-respecting animal would come within eye¬ 
shot of it except in times of drouth, when the half- 
ruined tanks and reservoirs held a litde water. 

‘It is half a night’s journey—at full speed,’ said 
Bagheera, and Baloo looked very serious. ‘I will go as 
fast as I can,’ he said anxiously. 

‘We dare not wait for thee. Follow, Baloo. We 
must go on the quick-foot—Kaa and I.’ 

‘Feet or no feet, I can keep abreast of all thy four,’ 
said Kaa shortly. Baloo made one effort to hurry, but 
had to sit down panting, and so they left him to come 
on later, while Bagheera hurried forward, at the quick 
panther-canter. Kaa said nothing, but, strive as Bagh¬ 
eera might, the huge Rock Python held level with 
him. When they came to a hill-stream, Bagheera 
gained, because he bounded across while Kaa swam, 
his head and two feet of his neck clearing the water, 
but on level groimd Kaa made up the distance. 

‘By the Broken Lock that freed me,’ said Bagheera, 
when twilight had fallen, ‘thou art no slow goer!’ 

‘I am hungry,’ said Kaa. ‘Besides, they called me 
speckled frog.’ 
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‘Worm—earth-worm, and yellow to boot.’ 

‘All one. Let us go on,’ and Kaa seemed to pour 
himself along the ground, finding the shortest road 
with his steady eyes, and keeping to it. 

In the Cold Lairs the Monkey-People were not 
thinking of Mowgh’s friends at all. They had brought 
the boy to the Lost City, and were very pleased with 
themselves for the time. MowgU had never set ti an 
Indian city before, and though this was almost a b.eap 
of ruins it seemed ven' wonderful and splendid. 5 ome 
king had built it long ago on a little hill. You < ould 
still trace the stone causeways that led up to the n ined 
gates where the last splinters of wood hung t< the 
worn, rusted hinges. Trees had grown into and o at of 
the walls; the battlements were tumbled down and 
decayed, and wild creepers hung out of the wim ows 
of the towers on the walls in bushy hanging cluiaps. 

A great roofless palace crowned the hill, and the 
marble of the courtyards and the fountains was split, 
and stained with red and green, and the very cobble¬ 
stones in the courtyard where the king’s elephants 
used to live had been thrust up and apart by grasses 
and young trees. From the palace you could see the 
rows and rows of roofless houses that made up die 
city looking like empty honeycombs filled with black¬ 
ness ; the shapeless block of stone that had been an idol, 
in the square where four roads met; the pits and 
dimples at street-comers where the pubhc wells once 
stood, and the shattered domes of temples with wild 
figs sprouting on their sides. The monkeys called the 
place their city, and pretended to despise the Jimgle- 
People because they lived in the forest. And yet they 
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never knew what the buildings were made for nor 
how to use them. They would sit in circles on the hall 
of the king’s council chamber, and scratch for fleas and 
pretend to be men; or they would run in and out of 
the roofless houses and collect pieces of plaster and old 
bricks in a comer, and forget where they had hidden 
them, and fight and cry in scuffling crowds, and then 
break off to play up and down the terraces of the 
king’s garden, where they would shake the rose-trees 
and the oranges in sport to see the fruit and flowers 
fall. They explored all the passages and dark tunnels in 
the palace and the hundreds of Httle dark rooms, but 
they never remembered what they had seen and what 
they had not; and so drifted about in ones and twos or 
crowds telling each other that they were doing as men 
did. They drank at the tanks and made the water all 
muddy, and then they fought over it, and then they 
would all rush together in mobs and shout: ‘There is 
no one in the Jungle so wise and good and clever and 
strong and gentle as the Bandar-log' Then all would 
begin again till they grew tired of the city and went 
back to the tree-tops, hoping the Jungle-People would 
notice them. 

Mowgli, who had been trained under the Law of 
the Jungle, did not like or understand this kind of Hfe. 
The monkeys dragged him into the Cold Lairs late in 
the afternoon, and instead of going to sleep, as Mowgli 
would have done after a long journey, they joined 
hands and danced about and sang their fooHsh songs. 
One of the monkeys made a speech and told his com¬ 
panions that Mowgii’s capture marked a new thing in 
the history of the Bandar-log, for Mowgli was going 
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to show them how to weave sticks and canes togedier 
as a protection against rain and cold. MowgU picked 
up some creepers and began to work them in and out, 
and the monkeys tried to imitate; but in a very few 
minutes they lost interest and began to puU their 
friends’ tails or jump up and down on all £:)urs, 
coughing. 

‘I wish to eat,’ said Mowgh. ‘I am a stranger ir this 
part of the Jungle. Bring me food, or give me 1 save 
to hunt here.’ 

Twenty or thirty monkeys bounded away to I ring 
him nuts and wild pa\vpaws; but they fell to figl ting 
on the road, and it w js too much trouble to go jack 
with what was left of the fruit. Mowgli was sort and 
angry as well as hungry, and he roamed througl the 
empty city giving the Stranger’s Hunting Call 1 :om 
time to time, but no c>ne answered him, and Mo vgli 
felt diat he had reached a very bad place indeed. ‘All 
that Baloo has said about the Bandar-log is true,’ he 
thought to himself. ‘They have no Law, no Hunting 
Call, and no leaders—^nothing but foolish words and 
little picking thievish hands. So if I am starved or 
killed here, it will be all my own fault. But I must try 
to return to my own Jungle. Baloo will surely beat 
me, but that is better than chasing sdly rose-leaves with 
the Bandar-log.^ 

No sooner had he walked to the city wall than the 
monkeys pulled him back, telling him that he did not 
know how happy he was, and pinching him to make 
him grateful. He set his teeth and said nothing, but 
went with the shouting monkeys to a terrace above 
the red sandstone reservoirs that were half-full of rain- 
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water. There was a ruined summer-house of white 
marble in the centre of the terrace, built for queens 
dead a hundred years ago. The domed roof had half 
fallen in and blocked up the underground passage 
from the palace by which the queens used to enter; 
but the walls were made of screens of marble tracery— 
beautiful milk-white fretwork, set with agates and 
comehans and jasper and lapis lazuli, and as the moon 
came up behind the hill it shone through the open¬ 
work, casting shadows on the ground like black velvet 
embroidery. Sore, sleepy, and hungry as he was, 
Mowgli could not help laughing when the Bandar-log 
began, twenty at a time, to teU him how great and 
wise and strong and gentle they were, and how fooHsh 
he was to wish to leave them. ‘We are great. We are 
free. We are wonderful. We are the most wonderful 
people in all the Jungle! We aU say so, and so it must 
be true,’ they shouted. ‘Now, as you are a new listener 
and can carry our words back to the Jungle-People so 
that they may notice us in future, we will teU you all 
about our most excellent selves.’ Mowgli made no 
objection, and the monkeys gathered by hundreds and 
hundreds on the terrace to listen to their oAvn speakers 
singing the praises of the Bandar-log, and whenever a 
speaker stopped for want of breath they would all 
shout together: ‘This is true; we all say so.’ Mowgli 
nodded and blinked, and said ‘Yes’ when they asked 
him a question, and his head spun with the noise. 
‘Tabaqui the Jackal must have bitten all these people,’ 
he said to himself, ‘and now they have the madness. 
Certainly this is dewanee, the madness. Do they never 
go to sleep? Now there is a cloud coming to cover that 
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moon. If it were only a big enough cloud I might try 
to run away in the darkness. But I am tired.’ 

That same cloud was being watched by two good 
friends in the ruined ditch below the city wall, for 
Bagheera and Kaa, knowing well how dangerous the 
Monkey-People were in large numbers, did not wish 
to run any risks. The monkeys never fight unless i hey 
are a hundred to one, and few in the Jungle cart for 
those odds. 

‘I will go to the west wall,’ Kaa whispered, and 
come down swiftly v ith the slope of the groun 1 in 
my favour. They will not throw themselves upoi my 
back in their hundreds, but-’ 

‘I know it,’ said Bagiieera. ‘Would that Baloo ^ ^ere 
here; but we must do what we can. When that cl )ud 
covers the moon I shall go to the terrace. They 1 old 
some sort of council there over the boy.’ 

‘Good hunting!’ said Kaa grimly, and glided away 
to the west wall. That happened to be the least ruined 
of any, and the big snake was delayed a while before 
he could fmd a way up the stones. The cloud hid the 
moon, and as Mowgli wondered what would come 
next he heard Bagheera’s light feet on the terrace. The 
Black Panther had raced up the slope almost without a 
sound and was striking—^he knew better than to waste 
time in biting—right and left among the monkeys, 
who were seated round Mowgh in circles fifty and 
sixty deep. There was a howl of fright and rage, and 
then as Bagheera tripped on the rolling kicking bodies 
beneath him, a monkey shouted: ‘There is only one 
here! KiU him! Kill!’ A scuffling mass of monkeys, 
biting, scratching, tearing, and pulling, closed over 
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Bagheera, while five or six laid hold of MowgU, 
dragged him up the wall of the summer-house and 
pushed him through the hole of the broken dome. A 
man-trained boy would have been badly bruised, for 
the fall was a good fifteen feet, but MowgU fell as 
Baloo had taught him to fall, and landed on his feet. 

‘Stay there,’ shouted the monkeys, ‘till we have 
killed thy friends, and later we will play with thee— 
if the Poison-People leave thee aUve.’ 

‘We be of one blood, ye and I,’ said Mowgli, 
quickly giving the Snake’s Call. He could hear rust¬ 
ling and hissing in the rubbish all round him and gave 
the Call a second time, to make sure. 

‘Even ssso! Down hoods all!’ said half-a-dozen low 
voices (every ruin in India becomes sooner or later a 
dwelling-place of snakes, and the old summer-house 
was aUve with cobras). ‘Stand still. Little Brother, for 
thy feet may do us harm.’ 

Mowgh stood as quietly as he could, peering 
through the open-work and listening to the furious 
din of the fight round the Black Panther—the yells 
and chatterings and scufflings, and Bagheera’s deep, 
hoarse cough as he backed and bucked and twisted 
and plunged under the heaps of his enemies. For the 
first time since he was born, Bagheera was fighting 
for his hfe. 

‘Baloo must be at hand; Bagheera would not have 
come alone,’ MowgU thought; and then he called 
aloud: ‘To the tank, Bagheera! Roll to the water- 
tank. RoU and plunge! Get to the water I’ 

Bagheera heard, and the cry that told him MowgU 
was safe gave him new courage. He worked his way 
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desperately, inch by inch, straight for the reservoirs, 
hitting in silence. Then from the ruined wall nearest 
the Jungle rose up the rumbling war-shout of Baloo. 
The old bear had done his best, but he could not come 
before. ‘Bagheera,’ he shouted, ‘I am here. I cHmb! I 
haste! Ahuwora! The stones sHp under my feet! ''JV^ait 
my coming, O most infamous Bandar-log !’ He pa tited 
up the terrace only to disappear to the head in a i t^ave 
of monkeys, but he threw himself squarely oi i his 
haunches, and, spread uig out his fore-paws, hu;ged 
as many as he could bold, and then began to hit vith 
a regular bat-bat-bat, like the flipping strokes Df a 
paddle-wheel. A crash and a splash told Mowgli that 
Bagheera had fought his way to the tank wher the 
monkeys could not follow. The panther lay ga: ping 
for breath, his head just out of water, while the 
monkeys stood three deep on the red steps, dancing up 
and down with rage, ready to spring upon him Irom 
all sides if he came out to help Baloo. It was then that 
Bagheera lifted up his dripping chin, and in despair 
gave the Snake’s Call for protection—‘We be of one 
blood, ye and I’—for he beheved that Kaa had turned 
tail at the last minute. Even Baloo, half smothered 
under the monkeys on the edge of the terrace, could 
not help chuckhng as he heard the Black Panther 
asking for help. 

Kaa had only just worked his way over the west 
wall, landing with a wrench that dislodged a coping- 
stone into the ditch. He had no intention of losing any 
advantage of the ground, and coiled and uncoiled 
himself once or twice, to be sure that every foot of his 
long body was in working order. All that while the 
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fight with Baloo went on, and the monkeys yelled in 
the tank around Bagheera, and Mang the Bat, flying 
to and fro, carried the news of the great battle over the 
Jxmgle, till even Hathi the Wild Elephant trumpeted, 
and, far away, scattered bands of the Monkey-Folk 
woke and came leaping along the tree-roads to help 
their comrades in the Cold Lairs, and the noise of the 
fight roused all the day-birds for miles round. Then 
Kaa came straight, quickly, and anxious to kill. The 
fighting-strength of a python is in the driving blow 
of his head backed by all die strength and weight of 
his body. If you can imagine a lance, or a battering- 
ram, or a hammer weighing nearly half a ton driven 
by a cool, quiet mind Hving in the handle of it, you 
can roughly imagine what Kaa was like when he 
fought. A python four or five feet long can knock 
a man down if he hits him fairly in the chest, and 
Kaa was thirty feet long, as you know. His first 
stroke was deUvered into the heart of the crowd 
round Baloo—^was sent home with shut mouth in 
silence, and there was no need of a second. The 
monkeys scattered with cries of—‘Kaa! It is Kaa! 
Run! Run!’ 

Generations of monkeys had been scared into good 
behaviour by the stories their elders told them of Kaa, 
the night-thief, who could slip along the branches as 
quietly as moss grows, and steal away the strongest 
monkey that ever lived; of old Kaa, who could make 
himself look so like a dead branch or a rotten stump 
that the wisest were deceived, till the branch caught 
them. Kaa was everything that the monkeys feared in 
the Jvingle, for none of them knew the limits of his 
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power, none of them could look him in the face, and 
none had ever come alive out of his hug. And so they 
ran, stammering with terror, to the walls and the 
roofs of the houses, and Baloo drew a deep breath of 
reUef. His fur was much thicker than Bagheera’s, but 
he had suffered sorely in the fight. Then Kaa opened 
his mouth for the first time and spoke one long hi 5sing 
word, and the far-a\vay monkeys, hurrying to the 
defence of the Cold Lairs, stayed where they • vere, 
cowering, till the loaded branches bent and era ;kled 
under them. The monkeys on the walls and the e npty 
houses stopped their < ries, and in the stillness th:.t fell 
upon the city Mowgli heard Bagheera shaking hi i wet 
sides as he came up from the tank. Then the cla uour 
broke out again. The monkeys leaped higher u > the 
walls; they clung round the necks of the big itone 
idols and shrieked as they skipped along the bittle- 
ments, while Mowgh, dancing in the summer-house, 
put his eye to the screen-work and hooted owl-fashion 
between his front teeth, to show his derision and 
contempt. 

‘Get the Man-cub out of that trap; I can do no more,’ 
Bagheera gasped. ‘Let us take the Man-cub and go. 
They may attack again.’ 

‘They will not move till I order them. Stay you 
sssso!’ Kaa hissed, and the city was silent once more. 
‘I could not come before. Brother, but I think I heard 
thee call’—this was to Bagheera. 

‘I—I may have cried out in the battle,’ Bagheera 
answered. ‘Baloo, art thou hurt?’ 

‘I am not sure that they have not pulled me into a 
hundred little bearlings,’ said Baloo gravely, shaking 
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one leg after the other. ‘Wow! I am sore. Kaa, we owe 
thee, I think, our Uves—^Bagheera and I.’ 

‘No matter. Where is the Manling?’ 

‘Here, in a trap. I cannot cUmb out,’ cried Mowgli. 
The curve of.the broken dome was above his head. 

‘Take him away. He dances like Mao the Peacock. 
He will crush our young,’ said the cobras inside. 

‘Hah!’ said Kaa, with a chuckle, ‘he has friends 
everywhere, this Manling. Stand back, Manling; and 
hide you, O Poison-People. I break down the wall.’ 

Kaa looked carefully tiU he found a discoloured 
crack in the marble tracery showing a weak spot, 
made two or three light taps with his head to get the 
distance, and then, lifting up six feet of his body clear 
of the groimd, sent home half-a-dozen fuU-power, 
smashing blows, nose-first. The screen-work broke 
and fell away in a cloud of dust and rubbish, and 
Mowgli leaped through the opening and flung him¬ 
self between Baloo and Bagheera—an arm round each 
big neck. 

‘Art thou hurt?’ said Baloo, hugging him softly. 

‘I am sore, hungry, and not a little bruised; but, oh, 
they have handled ye grievously, my Brothers! Ye 
bleed.’ 

‘Others also,’ said Bagheera, Ucking his Ups, and 
looking at the monkey-dead on the terrace and round 
the tank. 

‘It is nothing, it is nothing, if thou art safe, O my 
pride of all Utde frogs I’ whimpered Baloo. 

‘Of that we shall judge later,’ said Bagheera, in a 
dry voice that Mowgli did not at all like. ‘But here 
is Kaa, to whom we owe the batde and thou owest 
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thy life. Thank him according to our customs, 

Mowgli turned and saw the great python’s head 
swaying a foot above his own. 

‘So this is the Manling,’ said Kaa. ‘Very soft is his 
skin, and he is not so unlike the Bandar-log. Hj ve a 
care, Manling, that I do not mistake thee for a mo ikey 
some twihght when I have newly changed my < oat.’ 

‘We be of one blooci, thou and I,’Mowgli answ jred. 
‘I take my life from thee, to-night. My kill shall b; thy 
kill if ever thou art h\ingry, O Kaa.’ 

‘All thanks. Little Brother,’ said Kaa, thoug i his 
eyes twinkled. ‘And what may so bold a huntei kill? 
I ask that I may follow when next he goes abroj d.’ 

‘I kill nothing,—I am too little,—but I drive ;oats 
toward such as can use them. When thou art ei apty 
come to me and see if I speak the truth. I have ;.ome 
skill in these’—^he held out his hands—‘and if ever thou 
art in a trap, I may pay the debt which I owe to thee, 
to Bagheera, and to Baloo, here. Good hunting to ye 
all, my masters.’ 

‘Well said,’ growled Baloo, for Mowgli had re¬ 
turned thanks very prettily. The python dropped liis 
head Hghtly for a minute on Mowgli’s shoulder. ‘A 
brave heart and a courteous tongue,’ said he. ‘They 
shall carry thee far through the Jungkj^ Manling. But 
now go hence quickly with thy friends. Go and sleep, 
for the moon sets, and what follows it is not well that 
thou shouldst see.’ 

The moon was sinking behind the hills, and the 
lines of trembling monkeys huddled together on the 
walls and battlements looked like ragged, shaky fringes 

<53 




THE JUNGLE BOOKS 

of things, Baloo went down to the tank for a drink, 
and Bagheera began to put his fur in order, as Kaa 
ghded out into the centre of the terrace and brought 
his jaws together with a ringing snap that drew all the 
monkeys’ eyes upon him. 

‘The moon sets,’ he said. ‘Is there yet Hght to see?’ 

From the walls came a moan hke the wind in the 
tree-tops: ‘We see, O Kaa.’ 

‘Good. Begins now the Dance—the Dance of the 
Hunger of Kaa. Sit still and watch.’ 

He turned twice or thrice in a big circle, weaving 
his head from right to left. Then he began making 
loops and figures of eight with his body, and soft, 
oo2y triangles that melted into squares and five-sided 
figures, and coiled mounds, never resting, never 
hurrying, and never stopping his low, humming song. 
It grew darker and darker, till at last the dragging, 
shifting coils disappeared, but they could hear the 
rustle of the scales. 

Baloo and Bagheera stood still as stone, growling in 
their throats, their neck-hair bristling, and Mowgli 
watched and wondered. 

* Bandar-log,’ said the voice of Kaa at last, ‘can ye stir 
foot or hand without my order? Speak!’ 

‘Without thy order we cannot stir foot or hand, O 
Kaa!’ 

‘Good! Come all one pace closer to me.’ 

The lines of the monkeys swayed forward help¬ 
lessly, and Baloo and Bagheera took one stiff step 
forward with them. 

‘Closer!’ hissed Kaa, and they all moved again. 

Mowgh laid his hands on Baloo and Bagheera to 
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get them away, and the two great beasts started as 
diough they had been waked from a dream. 

‘Keep thy hand on my shoulder,’ Bagheera whis¬ 
pered. ‘Keep it there, or I must go back—must go back 
to Kaa. Aah!' 

‘It is only old Kaa making circles on the dust,’ said 
Mowgh; ‘let us go’; and the three slipped off thr< ugh 
a gap in the walls to tlie Jungle. 

'Whoofr said Baloo. when he stood under the still 
trees again. ‘Never mt^re will I make an ally of Kaa,’ 
and he shook himself all over. 

‘He knows more th in we,’ said Bagheera, tre nb- 
ling. ‘In a Httle time, had I stayed, I should 1 ave 
walked down his thro.it.’ 

‘Many will walk by that road before the moon ises 
again,’ said Baloo. ‘He will have good hunting —i fter 
his own fashion.’ 

‘But what was the meaning of it all?’ said Mowgh, 
who did not know anything of a python’s powers of 
fascination. ‘I saw no more than a big snake making 
foolish circles till the dark came. And his nose was all 
sore. Ho! Ho!’ 

‘Mowgli,’ said Bagheera angrily, ‘his nose was sore 
on thy account; as my ears and sides and paws and 
Baloo’s neck and shoulders are bitten on thy account. 
Neither Baloo nor Bagheera will be able to hunt with 
pleasure for many days.’ 

‘It is nothing,’ said Baloo; ‘we have the Man-cub 
again.’ 

‘True; but he has cost us heavily in time which might 
have been spent in good hunting, in wounds, in hair— 
I am half plucked along my back,—and, last of all, in 
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honour. For, remember, Mowgli, I, who am the 
Black Panther, was forced to call upon Kaa for protec¬ 
tion, and Baloo and I were both made stupid as Uttle 
birds by the Hunger-Dance. All this. Man-cub, came 
of thy playing with the Bandar-log.’ 

‘True; it is true,’ said Mowgh sorrowfully. ‘I am 
an evil Man-cub, and my stomach is sad in me.’ 

‘Mf! What says the Law of the Jungle, Baloo?’ 

Baloo did not wish to bring Mowgh into any more 
trouble, but he could not tamper with the Law, so he 
mumbled: ‘Sorrow never stays punishment. But re¬ 
member, Bagheera, he is very little.’ 

‘I will remember; but he has done mischief, and 
blows must be dealt now. Mowgli, hast thou anything 
to say?’ 

‘Nothing. I did wrong. Baloo and thou are 
wounded. It is just.’ 

Bagheera gave him half-a-dozen love-taps; from a 
panther’s point of view they would hardly have waked 
one of his own cubs, but for a seven-year-old boy 
they amoimted to as severe a beating as you could 
wish to avoid. When it was all over Mowgli sneezed, 
and picked himself up without a word. 

‘Now,’ said Bagheera, ‘jump on my back, Little 
Brother, and we will go home.’ 

One of the beauties of Jungle Law is that punish¬ 
ment settles all scores. There is no nagging afterward. 

Mowgh laid his head down on Bagheera’s back and 
slept so deeply that he never waked when he was put 
down by Mother Wolf’s side in the home-cave. 
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Here we go in a flung festoon, 

Half-way up to the jealous moon! 

Dont you envy our pranceful bands? 

Don’t you wish you had extra hands? 
Wouldn’t you like if your tails were —so— 
Curved in the shape of a Cupid’s bow? 

Now you’re angry, but—never mind. 
Brother, th>' tail hangs down behind 

Here we sit in a branchy row. 

Thinking of beautiful things we know; 
Dreaming of deeds that we mean to do, 

A// complete, in ti minute or two — 
Something noble and grand and good. 

Won by merely wishing we could. 

Now we’re going to—never mind. 
Brother, thy tail hangs down behind 

All the talk we ever have heard 
Uttered by bat or beast or bird— 

Hide or jin or scale or feather- 
jabber it quickly and all together! 

Excellent! Wonderful! Once again! 

Now we are talking just like men. 

Let’s pretend we are .. . never mind. 
Brother, thy tail hangs down behind 
This is the way of the Monkey-kind. 
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Then join our leaping lines that scumfish through the 
pines, 

That rocket by where, Ught and high, the wild-grape 
swings. 

By the rubbish in our wake, and the noble noise we 
make, 

Be sure, be sure, we’re going to do some splendid 
things! 
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The stream is shrunk—the pool is dry, 

And we be comrades, thou and I; 

With fevered jowl and dusty flank 
Each jostling each along the bank; 

And by one drouthy fear made still. 

Forgoing thought of quest or kill. 

Now 'neath his dam the fawn may see 
The lean Pack-wolf as cowed as he. 

And the tall buck, unflinching, note 
The fangs that tore his father’s throat. 

The pools are . hrunk—the streams are dry. 

And we be pla ymates, thou and I, 

Till yonder cloud—Good Hunting!—loose 
The rain that breaks our Water Truce. 

T he law ofthejungle— whichisbyfartheoldest 
law in the world—has arranged for almost every 
kind of accident that may befall the Jungle-People, 
till now its code is as perfect as time and custom can 
make it. You will remember that Mowgli spent a 
great part of his life in the Seeonee Wolf-Pack, learn¬ 
ing the Law from Baloo, the Brown Bear; and it was 
Baloo who told him, when the boy grew impatient at 
the constant orders, that the Law was like the Giant 
Greyer, because it dropped across every one’s bac^ 
and no one could escape. JWhen thou hast lived as 
iSng as I have. Little Brother, thou wilt see how all 
the Jungle obeys at least one Law. And that will be no 
pleasant sight,’ said Baloo. 
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This talk went in at one ear and out at the other, for 
a boy who spends his Ufe eating and sleeping does not 
worry about anything till it actually stares him in the 
face. But, one year, Baloo’s words came true, and 
MowgU saw all the Jungle working under the Law. 

It began when the winter Rains failed almost 
entirely, and Ikki, the Porcupine, meeting Mowgli in 
a bamboo-thicket, told him that the wild yams were 
drying up. Now everybody knows that Ikki is ridicu¬ 
lously fastidious in his choice of food, and will eat 
nothing but the very best and ripest. So Mowgli 
laughed and said, ‘What is that to me?! 

‘Not much now,' said Ikki, rattling his quills in a 
stiff, uncomfortable way, ‘but later we shall see. Is 
there any more diving into the deep rock-pool below 
the Bee-Rocks, Little Brother?’ 

‘No. The fooUsh water is going all away, and I do 
not wish to break my head,’ said Mowgli, who, in 
those days, was quite sure that he knew as much as 
any five of the Jungle-People put together. 

‘That is thy loss. A small crack might let in some 
wisdom.’ Ikki ducked quickly to prevent Mowgli 
from pulling his nose-bristles, and Mowgh told Baloo 
what Ikki had said. Baloo looked very grave, and 
mumbled half to himself: ‘If I were alone I would 
change my hunting-grounds now, before the others 
began to think. And yet—shunting among strangers 
ends in fighting; and they might hurt the Man-cub. 
We must wait and see how the mohwa blooms.’ 

That spring the mohwa tree, that Baloo was so fond 
of, never flowered. The greeny, cream-coloured, 
waxy blossoms were heat-killed before they were 
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bom, and only a few bad-smelling petals came down 
when he stood on his hind legs and shook the tree. 
Then, inch by inch, the imtempered heat crept into 
the heart of the Jungle, turning it yellow, brown, and 
at last black. The green growdis in the sides of the 
ravines burned up to broken wires and curled films of 
dead stuff; the hidden pools sank down and (aked 
over, keeping the last least footmark on their ed{ ;es as 
if it had been cast in iron; the juicy-stemmed ere ;pers 
fell away from the trees they clung to and dii d at 
their feet; the bamboos withered, clanking when the 
hot winds blew, and the moss peeled off the i ocks 
deep in the Jungle, till they were as bare and as h >t as 
the quivering blue boulders in the bed of the str am. 

The birds and the Monkey-People went north (arly 
in the year, for they knew what was coming; ant the 
deer and the wild pig broke far away to the periihed 
fields of the villages, dying sometimes before the eyes 
of men too weak to kill them. Chil, the Kite, stayed 
and grew fat, for there was a great deal of carrion, and 
evening after evening he brought the news to the 
beasts, too weak to force their way to fresh hunting- 
grounds, that the sun was killing the Jungle for three 
days’ flight in every direction. 

Mowgli, who had never known what real hunger 
meant, fell back on stale honey, three years old, 
scraped out of deserted rock-hives—honey black as a 
sloe, and dusty with dried sugar. He hunted, too, for 
deep-boring grubs under the bark of the trees, and 
robbed the wasps of their new broods. All the game 
in the Jungle was no more than skin and bone, and 
Bagheera could kill thrice in a night, and hardly get a 
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full meal. But the want of water was the worst, for 
though the Jungle-People drink seldom they must 
drink deep. 

And the heat went on and on, and sucked up all the 
moismre, till at last the main channel of the Wam- 
gunga was the only stream that carried a trickle of 
water between its dead banks; and when Hathi, the 
Wild Elephant, who lives for a hundred years and 
more, saw a long, lean blue ridge of rock show dry 
in the very centre of the stream, he knew that he was 
looking at the Peace Rock, and then and there he 
lifted up his trunk and proclaimed the Water Truce, 
as his father before him had proclaimed it fifty years 
ago. The deer, wild pig, and buffalo took up the cry 
hoarsely; and Chil, the Kite, flew in great circles far 
and wide, whistling and shrieking the warning. 

By the Law of the Jungle it is death to kill at the 
drinking-places when once the Water Truce has been 
declared. The reason of this is that drinking comes 
before eating. Every one in the Jungle can scramble 
along somehow when only game is scarce; but water 
is water, and when there is but one source of supply, 
all hunting stops while the Jungle-People go there for 
their needs. In good seasons, when water was plenti¬ 
ful, those who came down to drink at the Waingunga 
—or anywhere else, for that matter—did so at the risk 
of their lives, and that risk made no small part of the 
fascination of the night’s doings. To move down so 
cunningly that never a leaf stirred; to wade knee- 
deep in the roaring shallows that drown all noise 
from behind; to drink, looking backward over one 
shoulder, every muscle ready for the first desperate 
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bound of keen terror; to roll on the sandy margin, 
and return, wet-muzzled and well plumped out, to 
the admiring herd, was a thing that all tall-antlered 
young bucks took a delight in, precisely because they 
knew that at any moment Bagheera or Shere Khan 
might leap upon them and bear them down. Bur now 
all that Ufe-and-death fun was ended, and the Jt ngle- 
People came up, starved and weary, to the shriaiken 
river,—tiger, bear, deer, buffalo, and pig, all tog ;ther, 
—drank the fouled waters, and hung above ther i, too 
exhausted to move off 

The deer and the pig had tramped all day in search 
of something better than dried bark and wit lered 
leaves. The buffaloes had found no wallows to b* cool 
in, and no green crops to steal. The snakes ha 1 left 
the Jungle and come down to the river in the he pe of 
finding a stray frog. They curled round wet stones, 
and never offered to strike when the nose of a rooting 
pig dislodged them. The river-turtles had long ago 
been killed by Bagheera, cleverest of hunters, and the 
fish had buried themselves deep in the dry mud. Only 
the Peace Rock lay across the shallows like a long 
snake, and the htde tired ripples hissed as they dried 
on its hot side. 

It was here that MowgH came nightly for the cool 
and the companionship. The most hungry of his 
enemies would hardly have cared for the boy then. 
His naked hide made him seem more lean and 
wretched than any of his fellows. His hair was 
bleached to tow colour by the sun; his ribs stood out 
like the ribs of a basket, and the lumps on his knees 
and elbows, where he was used to track on all fours. 


75 



THE JUNGLE BOOKS 

gave his shrunken limbs the look of knotted grass- 
stems. But his eye, under his matted forelock, was 
cool and quiet, for Bagheera was his adviser in this 
time of trouble, and told him to go quietly, hunt 
slowly, and never, on any account, to lose his temper. 

‘It is an evil time,* said the Black Panther, one 
fumace-hot evening, ‘but it will go if we can live till 
the end. Is thy stomach full. Man-cub?’ 

‘There is stuff in my stomach, but I get no good of 
it. Think you, Bagheera, the Rains have forgotten us 
and will never come again?’ 

‘Not I! We shall see the mohwa in blossom yet, and 
the little fawns all fat with new grass. Come down to 
the Peace Rock and hear the news. On my back, 
Little Brother.’ 

‘This is no time to carry weight. I can still stand 
alone, but—indeed we be no fatted bullocks, we two.’ 

Bagheera looked along his ragged, dusty flank and 
whispered: ‘Last night I killed a bullock under the 
yoke. So low was I brought that I think I should not 
have dared to spring if he had been loose. Wou!' 

Mowgli laughed. ‘Yes, we be great hunters now,’ 
said he. ‘I am very bold—to eat grubs,’ and the two 
came down together through the crackling under¬ 
growth to the river-bank and the lace-work of shoals 
that ran out from it in every direction. 

‘The water cannot live long,’ said Baloo, joining 
them. ‘Look across. Yonder are trails like the roads of 
Man.’ 

On the level plain of the farther bank the stiff 
jungle-grass had died standing, and, dying, had mum¬ 
mied. The beaten tracks of the deer and the pig, all 
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heading toward the river, had striped that colourless 
plain with dusty guUies driven through the ten-foot 
grass, and, early as it was, each long avenue was full 
of first-comers hastening to the water. You could 
hear the does and fawns coughing in the snuff-like 
dust. 

Upstream, at the bend of the sluggish pool: ound 
the Peace Rock, ami Warden of the Water ^’ruce, 
stood Hathi, the Wild Elephant, with his sons, ^aunt 
and grey in the moonlight, rocking to and fro— 
always rocking. Below him a little were the van juard 
of the deer; below these, again, the pig and th< wild 
buffalo; and on the opposite bank, where tl: tall 
trees came down to the water’s edge, was the pk ce set 
apart for the Eaters of Flesh—the tiger, the w lives, 
the panther, the bear, and the others. 

‘We are under one Law, indeed,’ said Baglieera, 
wading into the water and looking across at the lines 
of clicking horns and starting eyes where the deer and 
the pig pushed each other to and fro. ‘Good hunting, 
all you of my blood,’ he added, lying down at full 
length, one flank thrust out of the shallows; and then, 
between his teeth, ‘But for that which is the Law it 
would be very good hunting.’ 

The quick-spread ears of the deer caught the last 
sentence, and a frightened whisper ran along the 
ranks. ‘The Truce! Remember the Truce!’ 

‘Peace there, peace!’ gurgled Hathi, the Wild 
Elephant. ‘The Truce holds, Bagheera. This is no time 
to talk of hunting.’ 

‘Who should know better than I?’ Bagheera 
answered, rolling his yellow eyes upstream. ‘I am an 
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eater of turtles —& fisher of frogs. Ngaayah! Would I 
could get good from chewing branches!’ 

‘I^e wish so, very greatly,’ bleated a young fawn, 
who had only been born that spring, and did not at 
all like it. Wretched as the Jungle-People were, even 
Hathi could not help chuckling; while Mowgli, lying 
on his elbows in the warm water, laughed aloud, and 
beat up the scum with his feet. 

‘Well spoken, Uttle bud-hom,’ Bagheera purred. 
‘When the Truce ends that shall be remembered 
in thy favour,’ and he looked keenly through the 
darkness to make sure of recognising the fawn 
again. 

Gradually the talking spread up and down the 
drinking-places. One could hear the scuffling, snort¬ 
ing pig asking for more room; the buffaloes grunting 
among themselves as they lurched out across the sand¬ 
bars, and the deer telling pitiful stories of their long 
footsore wanderings in quest of food. Now and again 
they asked some question of the Eaters of Flesh across 
the river, but all the news was bad, and the roar¬ 
ing hot wind of the Jungle came and went between the 
rocks and the rattling branches, and scattered twigs 
and dust on the water. 

‘The men-folk, too, they die beside their ploughs,’ 
said a young sambhur. ‘I passed three between sunset 
and night. They lay still, and their bullocks with 
them. We also shall Ue still in a httle.’ 

‘The river has fallen since last night,’ said Baloo. ‘O 
Hathi, hast thou ever seen the like of this drought?’ 

‘It will pass, it will pass,’ said Hathi, squirting water 
along his back and sides. 
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‘We have one here that cannot endure long/ said 
Baloo; and he looked toward the boy he loved. 

‘I?’ said Mowgli indignantly, sitting up in the water. 
‘I have no long fur to cover my bones, but—but if thy 
hide were taken off, Baloo-’ 

Hathi shook all over at the idea, and Baloo said 
severely: ‘Man-cub, that is not seemly to tell a 
Teacher of the Law. Never have I been seen wit lout 
my hide.’ 

‘Nay, I meant no h.irm, Baloo; but only that hou 
art, as it were, like the coconut in the husk, and am 
the same coconut all naked. Now that brown lusk 

of thine-’ Mowgh was sitting cross-legged, and 

explaining things widi his forefinger in his usual vay, 
when Bagheera put out a paddy paw and pulled him 
over backward into die water. 

‘Worse and worse,’ said the Black Panther, ai the 
boy rose spluttering. ‘First Baloo is to be skinned, and 
now he is a coconut. Be careful that he does not do 
what the ripe coconuts do.’ 

‘And what is that?’ said Mowgli, off his guard for 
the minute, though that is one of the oldest catches in 
the Jungle. 

‘Break thy head,’ said Bagheera quietly, pulling him 
under again. 

‘It is not good to make a jest of thy teacher,’ said 
the Bear, when Mowgh had been ducked for the third 
time. 

‘Not good! What would ye have? That naked thing 
running to and fro makes a monkey-jest of those who 
have once been good hunters, and pulls the best of us 
by the whiskers for sport.’ This was Shere Khan, the 
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Lame Tiger, limping down to the water. He waited a 
little to enjoy the sensation he made among the deer 
on the opposite bank; then he dropped his square, 
frilled head and began to lap, growling: ‘The Jungle 
has become a whelping-groxmd for naked cubs now. 
Look at me. Man-cub!’ 

MowgU looked—stared, rather—as insolently as he 
knew how, and in a minute Shere Khan turned away 
uneasily. ‘Man-cub this, and Man-cub that,’ he 
rumbled, going on with his drink. ‘The cub is neidier 
man nor cub, or he would have been afraid. Next 
season I shall have to beg his leave for a drink. Augrh!’ 

‘That may come, too,’ said Bagheera, looking him 
steadily between the eyes. ‘That may come, too— 
Faugh, Shere Khan!—what new shame hast thou 
brought here?’ 

The Lame Tiger had dipped his chin and jowl in 
the water, and dark, oily streaks were floating from it 
downstream. 

‘Man!’ said Shere Khan coolly. ‘I killed an hour 
since.’ He went on purring and growling to himself. 

The hne of beasts shook and wavered to and fro, 
and a whisper went up that grew to a cry: ‘Man! 
Man! He has killed Man!’ Then all looked toward 
Hathi, the Wild Elephant, but he seemed not to hear. 
Hathi never does anything till the time comes, and 
that is one of the reasons why he Uves so long. 

‘At such a season as this to kill Man! Was no other 
game afoot?’ said Bagheera scornfully, drawing him¬ 
self out of the tainted water, and shaking each paw, 
cat-fashion, as he did so. 

‘I killed for choice—not for food.’ The horrified 
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whisper began again, and Hathi’s watchful little white 
eye cocked itself in Shere Khan’s direction, ‘For 
choice,’ Shere Khan drawled. ‘Now come I to drink 
and make me clean again. Is there any to forbid?’ 

Bagheera’s back began to curve like a bamboo in a 
high wind, but Hathi lifted up his trunk and spoke 
quietly. 

‘Thy kill was from choice?’ he asked; and vhen 
Hathi asks a question it is best to answer, 

‘Even so. It was my right and my Night. 1 hou 
knowest, O Hathi.’ Shere Khan spoke ah lost 
courteously. 

‘Yes, I know,’ Hathi answered; and, after a ittle 
silence, ‘Hast thou drunk thy fill?’ 

‘For to-night, yes.’ 

‘Go, then. The river is to drink, and not to defile. 
None but the Lame Tiger would so have boastol of 
his right at this season when—when we suffer together 
—Man and Jungle-People alike. Clean or unclean, get 
to thy lair, Shere Khan!’ 

The last words rang out like silver trumpets, and 
Hathi’s three sons rolled forward half a pace, though 
there was no need. Shere Khan slunk away, not daring 
to growl, for he knew—what every one else knows— 
that when the last comes to the last, Hathi is the 
Master of the Jungle. 

‘What is this right Shere Khan speaks of?’ Mowgli 
whispered in Bagheera’s ear. ‘To kill Man is always 
shameful. The Law says so. And yet Hathi says-’ 

‘Ask him. I do not know. Little Brother. Right 
or no right, if Hathi had not spoken I would have 
taught that lame butcher his lesson. To come to 
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the Peace Rock fresh from a kill of Man—and to 
boast of it—is a jackal’s trick. Besides, he tainted the 
good water.’ 

Mowgh waited for a minute to pick up his courage, 
because no one cared to address Hathi directly, and 
then he cried: ‘What is Shere Khan’s right, O Hadii?’ 
Both banks echoed his words, for all the People of the 
Jungle are intensely curious, and they had just seen 
something that none, except Baloo, who looked very 
thoughtful, seemed to understand. 

‘It is an old tale,’ said Hathi; ‘a tale older than the 
Jungle. Keep silence along the banks, and I will tell 
that tale.’ 

There was a minute or two of pushing and shoulder¬ 
ing among the pigs and the buffaloes, and then the 
leaders of the herds grunted, one after another, ‘We 
wait,’ and Hathi strode forward till he was nearly 
knee-deep in the pool by the Peace Rock. Lean and 
wrinkled and yellow-tusked though he was, he looked 
what the Jungle knew him to be—their master. 

‘Ye know, children,’ he began, ‘that of all things ye 
most fear Man’; and there was a mutter of agreement. 

‘This tale touches thee. Little Brother,’ said Bagh- 
eera to Mowgh. 

‘I? I am of the Pack—a hunter of the Free People,’ 
Mowgh answered. ‘What have I to do with Man?’ 

‘And ye do not know why ye fear Man?’ Hathi 
went on. ‘This is the reason. In the beginning of the 
Jungle, and none know when that was, we of the 
Jungle walked together, having no fear of one another. 
In those days there was no drought, and leaves and 
flowers and fruit grew on the same tree, and we ate 
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nothing at all except leaves and flowers and grass and 
fruit and bark.’ 

‘I am glad I was not bom in those days,’ said 
Bagheera. ‘Bark is only good to sharpen claws.’ 

‘And the Lord of the Jungle was Tha, the First of 
the Elephants. He drew the Jungle out of deep w iters 
with his trunk; and where he made furrows in the 
ground with his tusks, there the rivers ran; and w lere 
he struck with his foot, there rose ponds of ^ood 
water; and when he blew through his trunk,—thi .s,— 
the trees fell. That V'as the manner in which the 
Jungle was made by l ha; and so the tale was tol l to 
me.’ 

‘It has not lost fat in the teUing,’ Bagheera v his- 
pered, and Mowgli laughed behind his hand. 

‘In those days there v as no corn or melons or pe| per 
or sugar-cane, nor were there any little huts such as ye 
have all seen; and the Jungle-People knew nothing of 
Man, but lived in the Jungle together, making one 
people. But presently they began to dispute over their 
food, though there was grazing enough for all. They 
were lazy. Each wished to eat where he lay, as some¬ 
times we can do now when the spring rains are good. 
Tha, the First of the Elephants, was busy making new 
jungles and leading the rivers in their beds. He could 
not walk in all places; therefore he made the First of 
the Tigers the master and the judge of the Jungle, to 
whom the Jungle-People should bring their disputes. 
In those days the First of the Tigers ate fruit and grass 
with the others. He was as large as I am, and he was 
very beautiful, in colour all over like the blossom of 
the yellow creeper. There was never stripe nor bar 
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Upon his hide in those good days when diis the Jungle 
was new. All the Jungle-People came before him 
without fear, and his word was the Law of all the 
Jungle. We were then, remember ye, one people. 

‘Yet upon a night there was a dispute between two 
bucks—a grazing-quarrel such as ye now settle with 
the horns and the fore-feet—and it is said that as the 
two spoke together before the First of the Tigers lying 
among the flowers, a buck pushed him with his horns, 
and the First of the Tigers forgot that he was the 
master and judge of the Jungle, and, leaping upon that 
buck, broke his neck. 

‘Till that night never one of us had died, and the 
First of the Tigers, seeing what he had done, and being 
made foohsh by the scent of the blood, ran away into 
the Marshes of the North, and we of the Jimgle, left 
without a judge, fell to fighting among ourselves; 
and Tha heard the noise of it and came back. Then 
some of us said this and some of us said that, but 
he saw the dead buck among the flowers, and asked 
who had killed, and we of the Jungle would not tell 
because the smell of the blood made us foolish. We 
ran to and fro in circles, capering and crying out and 
shaking our heads. Then Tha gave an order to the 
trees that hang low, and to the trailing creepers of the 
Jungle, that they should mark the killer of the buck 
so that he should know him again, and he said, “Who 
will now be master of the Jungle-People?” Then up 
leaped the Grey Ape who lives in the branches, and 
said, “I will now be master of the Jungle.” At this Tha 
laughed, and said, “So be it,” and went away very 
angry. 


84 



HOW FEAR CAME 


‘Children, ye know the Grey Ape. He was then as 
he is now. At the first he made a wise face for himself, 
but in a little while he began to scratch and to leap up 
and down, and when Tha came back he found the 
Grey Ape hanging, head down, from a bough, mock¬ 
ing those who stood below; and they mocked him 
again. And so there was no Law in the Jungle— only 
foolish talk and senseless words. 

‘Then Tha called us all together and said: “Th< first 
of your masters has brought Death into the Ju igle, 
and the second Shame. Now it is time there >»ras a 
Law, and a Law that ye must not break. Nc v ye 
shall know Fear, and when ye have found Tiii i ye 
shall know that he is your master, and the rest shall 
follow.” Then we of the Jungle said, “What is Ft ar?” 
And Tha said, “Seek till ye find.” So we went uf and 
down the Jungle seeking for Fear, and presentl) the 
buffaloes-’ 

‘Ugh!’ said Mysa, the leader of the buffaloes, firom 
their sand-bank. 

‘Yes, Mysa, it was the buffaloes. They came back 
with the news that in a cave in the Jungle sat Fear, 
and that he had no hair, and went upon his hind 
legs. Then we of the Jungle followed the herd till wc 
came to that cave, and Fear stood at the mouth of it, 
and he was, as the buffaloes had said, hairless, and he 
walked upon his hinder legs. When he saw us he cried 
out, and his voice filled us with the fear that we have 
now of that voice when we hear it, and we ran away, 
tramping upon and tearing each other because we 
were afraid. That night, so it was told to me, we of the 
Jungle did not lie down together as used to be our 
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custom, but each tribe drew ofFby itself—the pig with 
the pig, the deer with the deer; horn to horn, hoof to 
hoof,—^like keeping to like, and so lay shaking in the 
Jungle. 

‘Only the First of the Tigers was not with us, for he 
was still hidden in the Marshes of the Nortli, and 
when word was brought to him of the Thing we had 
seen in the cave, he said, “I will go to this Thing and 
break his neck.” So he ran all the night till he came to 
the cave; but the trees and the creepers on his path, 
remembering the order that Tha had given, let down 
their branches and marked him as he ran, drawing 
their fingers across his back, his flank, his forehead, 
and his jowl. Wherever they touched him there was 
a mark and a stripe upon his yellow hide. And those 
stripes do his children wear to this day! When he came to 
the cave. Fear, the Hairless One, put out his hand and 
called him “The Striped One that comes by night,” 
and the First of the Tigers was afraid of the Hairless 
One, and ran back to the swamps howling.’ 

Mowgli chuckled quietly here, his chin in the 
water. 

‘So loud did he howl that Tha heard him and said, 
“What is the sorrow?” And the First of the Tigers, 
lifting up his muzzle to the new-made sky, which is 
now so old, said: “Give me back my power, O Tha. 
I am made ashamed before all the Jungle, and I have 
run away from a Hairless One, and he has called me 
a shameful name.” “And why?” said Tha. “Because 
I am smeared with the mud of the marshes,” said the 
First of the Tigers. “Swim, then, and roll on the wet 
grass, and if it be mud it will wash away,” said Tha; 
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and the First of the Tigers swam, and rolled and rolled 
upon the grass, till the Jungle ran round and round 
before his eyes, but not one httle bar upon all his hide 
was changed, and Tha, watching him, laughed. Then 
the First of the Tigers said, “What have I done that 
this comes to me?” Tha said, “Thou hast kill<^d tlie * 
buck, and thou hast let Death loose in the Jungl j, and 
with Death has come Fear, so that the People >f the 
Jungle are afraid one of the other, as thou art afi aid of 
the Hairless One.” The First of the Tigers said, ‘ They 
will never fear me, tor I knew them since the 1 legin- 
ning.” Tha said, “Go and see.” And the First )f the 
Tigers ran to and fro, calhng aloud to the de< r and 
the pig and the sambhur and the porcupine a id all 
the Jungle-Peoples, .md they all ran away froi i him 
who had been their judge, because they were at raid. 

‘Then the First ot the Tigers came back, and his 
pride was broken in him, and, beating his head upon 
the ground, he tore up the earth with aU his feet and 
said: “Remember that I was once the Master of the 
Jungle. Do not forget me, O Tha! Let my children 
remember that I was once without shame or fear!” 
And Tha said: “This much I will do, because thou and 
I together saw the Jungle made. For one night in each 
year it shall be as it was before the buck was killed— 
for thee and for thy children. In that one night, if ye 
meet the Hairless One—and his name is Man—ye shall 
not be afraid of him, but he shall be afraid of you, as 
though ye were judges of the Jungle and masters of 
all things. Show him mercy in that night of his fear, 
for thou hast known what Fear is.” 

‘Then the First of the Tigers answered, “I am 
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content”; but when next he drank he saw the black 
stripes upon his flank and his side, and he remembered 
the name that the Hairless One had given him, and 
he was angry. For a year he lived in the marshes wait¬ 
ing till Tha should keep his promise. And upon a 
night when the Jackal of the Moon [the Evening 
Star] stood clear of the Jungle, he felt that his Night 
was upon him, and he went to that cave to meet the 
Hairless One. Then it happened as Tha promised, for 
the Hairless One fell down before him and lay along 
the ground, and the First of the Tigers struck him and 
broke his back, for he thought that there was but one 
such Thing in the Jungle, and that he had killed Fear. 
Then, nosing above the kill, he heard Tha coming 
down from the woods of the North, and presently 
the voice of the First of the Elephants, which is the 
voice that we hear now-’ 

' The thunder was rolling up and down the dry, 
scarred hills, but it brought no rain—only heat- 
lightning that flickered along the ridges—and Hathi 
went on: ‘ That was the voice he heard, and it said; “Is 
this thy mercy?” The First of the Tigers heked his 
hps and said: “What matter? I have killed Fear.” And 
Tha said: “O blind and foolish! Thou hast untied the 
feet of Death, and he will follow thy trail till thou 
"diest. Thou hast taught Man to kill!” 

‘The First of the Tigers, standing stiffly to his kill, 
said: “He is as the buck was. There is no Fear. Now 
I will judge the Jungle-Peoples once more.” 

‘And Tha said: “Never again shall the Jungle- 
Peoples come to thee. They shall never cross thy trail, 
nor sleep near thee, nor follow after thee, nor browse 
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by thy lair. Only Fear shall follow thee, and with a 
blow that thou canst not see he shall bid thee wait his 
pleasure. He shall make the ground to open under thy 
feet, and the creeper to twist about thy neck, and the 
tree-trunks to grow together about thee higher than 
thou canst leap, and at the last he shall take thy hide 
to wrap his cubs when they'are cold. Thou hast sh )wn 
him no mercy, and none will he show thee.” 

‘The First of the Tigers was very bold, for his N ight 
was still on him, and lie said: “The Promise of T la is 
the Promise of Tha. He will not take away my Nig it?” 
And Tha said: “The one Night is thine, as I have aid, 
but there is a price to pay. Thou hast taught Mj. a to 
kill, and he is no slow learner.” 

‘The First of the Tigers said: “He is here undei my 
foot, and his back is broken. Let the Jungle k low 
I have killed Fear.” 

‘Then Tha laughed, and said: “Thou hast killed one 
of many, but thou thyself shalt tell the Jungle—for thy 
Night is ended.” 

‘So the day came; and from the mouth of the cave 
went out another Hairless One, and he saw the kill in 
the path, and the First of the Tigers above it, and he 
took a pointed stick-’ 

‘They throw a thing that cuts now,’ said Ikki, 
rusthng down the bank; for Ikki was considered un¬ 
commonly good eating by the Gonds—they called 
him Ho-Igoo—and he oiew something of the wicked 
httle Gondee axe that whirls across a clearing like a 
dragon-fly. 

‘It was a pointed stick, such as they put in the foot 
of a pit-trap,’ said Hathi, ‘and throwing it, he struck 
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the First of the Tigers deep in the flank. Thus it 
happened as Tha said, for the First of the Tigers ran 
howling up and down the Jungle till he tore out the 
stick, and all the Jimgle knew that the Hairless One 
could strike from far off, and they feared more than 
before. So it came about that the First of the Tigers 
taught the Hairless One to kill—and ye know what 
harm that has since done to all our peoples—^through 
the noose, and the pitfall, and the hidden trap, and the 
flying stick, and the stinging fly that comes out of 
white smoke [Hathi meant the rifle], and the Red 
Flower that drives us into the open. Yet for one night 
in the year the Hairless One fears the Tiger, as Tha 
promised, and never has the Tiger given him cause 
to be less afraid. Where he finds him, there he kills 
him, remembering how the First of the Tigers was 
made ashamed. For the rest. Fear walks up and down 
the Jungle by day and by night.’ 

*Ahi! Aoo!' said the deer, thinking of what it all 
meant to them. 

‘And only when there is one great Fear over all, 
as there is now, can we of the Jungle lay aside our 
little fears, and meet together in one place as we 
do now.’ 

‘For one night only does Man fear the Tiger?’ said 

‘For one night only,’ said Hathi. 

‘But I—but we—but all the Jungle knows that Shere 
Khan kills Man twice and thrice in a moon.’ 

‘Even so. Then he springs from behind and turns 
his head aside as he strikes, for he is full of fear. If 
Man looked at him he would run. But on his one 
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Night he goes openly down to the village. He walks 
between the houses and thrusts his head into the door¬ 
way, and the men fall on their faces, and there he does 
his kill. One kill in that Night.’ 

‘Oh!’ said MowgU to himself, rolling over in the 
water. *Now I see why it was Shere Khan bade me 
look at him 1 He got no good of it, for he could not 
hold his eyes steady, and—and I certainly did not fall 
down at his feet. But then I am not a man, bein 5 of 
the Free People.’ 

‘Umm I’ said Baghcera deep in his furry thi Dat. 
‘Does the Tiger know his Night?’ 

‘Never till the Jackal of the Moon stands clear ol the 
evening mist. Sometimes it falls in the dry sum ner 
and sometimes in the w et Rains—this one Night oi the 
Tiger. But for the First of the Tigers, this would n< ver 
have been, nor would any of us have known fear ’ 

The deer grunted sorrowfully, and Bagheera’s lips 
curled in a wicked smile. ‘Do men know this—tale?’ 
said he. 

‘None know it except the tigers, and we, the 
elephants—the children of Tha. Now ye by the pools 
have heard it, and 1 have spoken.’ 

Hathi dipped his trunk into the water as a sign that 
he did not wish to talk. 

‘But—but—^but,’ said Mowgh, turning to Baloo, 
‘why did not the First of the Tigers continue to eat 
grass and leaves and trees? He did but break the buck’s 
neck. He did not eat. What led him to the hot meat?’ 

‘The trees and the creepers marked him. Little 
Brother, and made him the striped thing that we see. 
Never again would he eat their fruit; but from that 
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day he revenged himself upon the deer, and the others, 
the Eaters of Grass,’ said Baloo. 

‘Then thou knowest the tale. Heh? Why have I 
never heard?’ 

‘Because the Jungle is full of such tales. If I made a 
beginning there would never be an end to them. Let 
go my ear. Little Brother.’ 
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Just to give you an idea of the immense variety of 
the Jungle Law, I have translated into verse (Baloo 
always recited them in a sort of sing-song) a few of 
the laws that apply to the wolves. There are, of c )urse, 
hundreds and hundreds more, but these will (o for 
specimens of the simpler rulings. 

Now this is the Law of the Jungle—as old and ;.s true 
as the sky; 

And the Wolf that shall keep it may prosper, b at the 
Wolf that shall break it must die. 

As the creeper that girdles the tree-trunk tht Law 
runneth forward and back— 

For the strength of the Pack is the Wolf, and the 
strength of the Wolf is the Pack. 

Wash daily from nose-tip to tail-tip; drink deeply, but 
never too deep; 

And remember the night is for hunting, and forget not the 
day is for sleep. 

The Jackal may follow the Tiger, but. Cub, when thy 
whiskers are grown. 

Remember the Wolf is a hunter—go forth and get food oj 
thine own. 
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Keep peace with the Lords of the Jungle—the Tiger, the 
Panther, the Bear; 

And trouble not Hathi the Silent, and mock not the Boar in 
his lair. 

When Pack meets with Pack in the Jungle, and neither 
will go from the trail. 

Lie down till the leaders have spoken—it may be fair words 
shall prevail. 

When ye fight with a Wolf of the Pack, ye must fight him 
alone and afar. 

Lest others take part in the quarrel, and the Pack be 
diminished by war. 

The Lair of the Wolf is his refuge, and where he has made 
him his home. 

Not even the Head Wolf may enter, not even the Council 
may come. 

The Lair of the Wolf is his refuge, but where he has digged 
it too plain, 

The Council shall send him a message, and so he shall 
change it again. 

If ye kill before midnight, be silent, and wake not the 
woods with your bay. 

Lest ye frighten the deer from the crops, and the brothers go 
empty away. 
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Ye may kill for yourselves, and your mates, and your cubs 
as they need, and ye can; 

But kill not for pleasure of killing, and seven times never 
kill Man. 

If ye plunder his Kill from a weaker, devour not all in thy 
pride; 

Pack-Right is the right of the meanest; so leave him the 
head and the hide. 

The Kill of the Pack is the meat of the Pack. Ye mu eat 
where it lies; 

And no one may carry away of that meat to his lair, ?r he 
dies. 

The Kill of the Wolf is the meat of the Wolf. He may do 
what he will. 

But, till he has given permission, the Pack may not eat of 
that Kill. 

Cub-Right is the right of the Yearling. From all of his 
Pack he may claim 

Full-gorge when the killer has eaten; and none may refuse 
him the same. 

Lair-Right is the right of the Mother. From all of her 
year she may claim 

One haunch of each kill for her litter, and none may 
deny her the same. 
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Cave-Right is the right of the Father—to hunt by him¬ 
selffor his own: 

He is freed of all calls to the Pack; he is judged by the 
Council alone. 

Because of his age and his cunning, because of his gripe 
and his paw. 

In all that the Law leaveth open, the word of the Head 
Wolf is Law. 

Now these are the Laws of the Jungle, and many and 
mighty are they; 

But the head and the hoof of the Law and the haunch 
and the hump is—Obey! 
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What of the hunting, hunter bold? 

Brother, the watch was long and cold. 

What of the quarry ye went to kill? 

Brother, he crops in the Jungle still. 

Where is the power that made your pridei 
Brother, it ebbs from my flank and side. 
Where is the haste that ye hurry by? 

Brother, I go to my lair—to die! 

N ow WE MUST GO BACK to the first tale. ben 
Mowgh left the wolf’s cave after the fight -with 
the Pack at the Council Rock, he went dowi i to 
the ploughed lands where the villagers Hved, bur he 
would not stop there because it was too near to the 
Jungle, and he knew that he had made at least one bad 
enemy at the Council. So he hurried on, keeping to 
the rough road that ran down the valley, and followed 
it at a steady jog-trot for nearly twenty miles, till he 
came to a country that he did not know. The valley 
opened out into a great plain dotted over with rocks 
and cut up by ravines. At one end stood a Httle village, 
and at the other the thick Jungle came down in a 
sweep to the grazing-grounds, and stopped there as 
though it had been cut off with a hoe. All over the 
plain, cattle and buffaloes were grazing, and when the 
httle boys in charge of the herds saw Mowgh they 
shouted and ran away, and the yellow pari^ dogs 
that hang about every Indian village barked. Mowgh 
walked on, for he was feeling himgry, and when he 
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came to the village gate he saw the big thom-bush 
that was drawn up before the gate at twihght pushed 
to one side. 

‘Umph!’ he said, for he had come across more than 
one such barricade in his night rambles after things to 
eat. ‘So men are afraid of the People of the Jungle 
here also.’ He sat down by the gate, and when a man 
came out he stood up, opened his mouth, and pointed 
down it to show diat he wanted food. The man 
stared, and ran back up the one street of the village 
shouting for the priest, who was a big, fat man dressed 
in white, with a red-and-yellow mark on his forehead. 
The priest came to the gate, and with him at least a 
hundred people, who stared and talked and shouted 
and pointed at MowgU. 

‘They have no manners, these Men-Folk,’ said 
Mowgh to himself. ‘Only the grey ape would behave 
as they do.’ So he threw back his long hair and 
frowned at the crowd. 

‘What is there to be afraid of?’ said the priest. 
‘Look at the marks on his arms and legs. They are the 
bites of wolves. He is but a wolf-child run away from 
the Jungle.’ 

Of course, in playing together, the cubs had often 
nipped Mowgh harder than they intended, and there 
were white scars all over his arms and legs. But he 
would have been the last person in the world to call 
these bites, for he knew what real biting meant. 

*Arr^! ArrSI* said two or three women together. ‘To 
be bitten by wolves, poor child! He is a handsome 
boy. He has eyes like red fire. By my honour, Messua, 
he is not unlike thy boy that was taken by the tiger.’ 
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‘Let me look,* said a woman with heavy copper 
rings on her wrists and ankles, and she peered at 
Mowgli under the palm of her hand. ‘Indeed he is not. 
He is thinner, but he has the very look of my boy.’ 

The priest was a clever man, and he knew that 
Messua was wife to the richest villager in the place. 
So he looked up at the sky for a minute, and said 
solemnly: ‘What the Jungle has taken the Jiuigl ; has 
restored. Take the boy into thy house, my sister and 
forget not to honour the priest who sees so far into 
the hves of men.’ 

‘By the Bull that bought me,’ said Mowgh to lim- 
self, ‘but all this talking is like another looking-ov r by 
the Pack! Well, if I am a man, a man I must becc me.’ 

The crowd parted as the woman beckoned Mo ivgh 
to her hut, where there was a red-lacquered bed¬ 
stead, a great earthen grain-chest with curious raised 
patterns on it, half-a-dozen copper cooking-potj, an 
image of a Hindu god in a Utde alcove, and on the 
wall a real looking-glass, such as they sell at the 
country fairs. 

She gave him a long drink of milk and some bread, 
and then she laid her hand on his head and looked into 
his eyes; for she thought that perhaps he might be her 
real son come back from the Jimgle where the tiger 
had taken him. So she said: ‘Nathoo, O Nathooi’ 
Mowgli did not show that he knew the name. ‘Dost 
thou not remember the day when I gave thee thy new 
shoes?’ She touched his foot, and it was almost as hard 
as horn. ‘No,’ she said sorrowfully, ‘those feet have 
never worn shoes, but thou art very like my Nathoo, 
and thou shalt be my son.’ 


lOI 



THE JUNGLE BOOKS 

Mowgli was uneasy, because he had never been 
under a roof before; but as he looked at the thatch, 
he saw that he could tear it out any time if he wanted 
to get away, and that the window had no fastenings. 
‘What is the good of a man,’ he said to himself at last, 
‘if he does not understand man’s talk? Now I am as 
silly and dumb as a man would be with us in the 
Jungle. I must learn their talk.’ 

It was not for fun that he had learned while he was 
with the wolves to imitate the challenge of bucks in 
the Jungle and the grunt of the httle wild pig. So as 
soon as Messua pronounced a word MowgU would 
imitate it almost perfectly, and before dark he had 
learned the names of many things in the hut. 

There was a difficulty at bedtime, because Mowgh 
would not sleep under anything that looked so like a 
panther-trap as that hut, and when they shut the door 
he went through the window. ‘Give him his will,’ 
said Messua’s husband. ‘Remember he can never till 
now have slept on a bed. If he is indeed sent in the 
place of our son he will not run away.’ 

So Mowgh stretched himself in some long, clean 
grass at the edge of the field, but before he had closed 
his eyes a soft grey nose poked him under the chin. 

‘phew!’ said Grey Brother (he was the eldest of 
Mother Wolf’s cubs). ‘This is a poor reward for fol¬ 
lowing thee twenty miles. Thou smellest of wood- 
smoke and cattle—altogether like a man already. 
Wake, Litde Brother; I bring news.’ 

‘Are all well in the Jungle?’ said Mowgh, hugging 
him. 

‘All except the wolves that were burned with the 
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Red Flower. Now, listen. Shere Khan has gone away 
to hunt far off till his coat grows again, for he is badly 
singed. When he returns he swears that he will lay 
thy bones in the Waingunga.’ 

‘There are two words to that. I also have made a 
Uttle promise. But news is always good. I am tired 
to-night,—^very tired with new things. Grey Brother, 
—but bring me the news always.’ 

‘Thou wilt not forget that thou art a wolf? Men 
will not make thee forget?’ said Grey Bn tther 
anxiously. 

‘Never. I will always remember that I love diet and 
all in our cave; but also I will always remembei that 
I have been cast out ot'the Pack.’ 

‘And that thou mayest be cast out of another j ack. 
Men are only men, Little Brother, and their talk is 
like the talk of frogs in a pond. When I come down 
here again, I will wait for thee in the bamboos at the 
edge of the grazing-ground.’ 

For three months after that night Mowgh hardly 
ever left the village gate, he was so busy learning die 
ways and customs of men. First he had to wear a 
cloth roimd him, which annoyed him horribly; and 
then he had to learn about money, which he did not 
in the least imderstand, and about ploughing, of which 
he did not see the use. Then the little children in the 
village made him very angry. Luckily, the Law of the 
Jvmgle had taught him to keep liis temper, for in the 
Jvingle life and food depend on keeping your temper; 
but when they made fun of him because he would not 
play games or fly kites, or because he mispronounced 
some word, only the knowledge that it was unsports- 
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manlike to kill little naked cubs kept him from picking 
them up and breaking them in two. 

He did not know his own strength in the least. In 
the Jungle he knew he was weak compared with the 
beasts, but in the village people said that he was as 
strong as a bull. 

And MowgU had not the faintest idea of the differ¬ 
ence that caste makes between man and man. When 
the potter’s donkey sUpped in the clay-pit, MowgU 
hauled it out by the tail, and helped to stack the pots 
for their journey to the market at Khanhiwara. That 
was very shocking, too, for the potter is a low-caste 
man, and his donkey is worse. When the priest 
scolded him, MowgU threatened to put him on the 
donkey, too, and the priest told Messua’s husband 
that MowgU had better be set to work as soon as 
possible; and the village head-man told MowgU that 
he would have to go out with the buffaloes next day, 
and herd them while they grazed. No one was more 
pleased than MowgU; and that night, because he had 
been appointed, as it were, a servant of the viUage, he 
went off to a circle that met every evening on a 
masonry platform under a great fig-tree. It was the 
village club, and the head-man and the watchman and 
the barber (who knew all the gossip of the village), 
and old Buldeo, the village hunter, who OAvned a 
Tower musket, met and smoked. The monkeys sat 
and talked in the upper branches, and there was a hole 
under the platform where a cobra Uved, and he had 
his Utde platter of milk every night because he was 
sacred; and the old men sat around the tree and talked, 
and pulled at the big hookahs [water-pipes], till far 
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into the night. They told wonderful tales of gods and 
men and ghosts; and Buldeo told even more wonder¬ 
ful ones of the ways of beasts in the Jungle, till the 
eyes of the children sitting outside the circle bulged 
out of their heads. Most of the tales were about 
animals, for the Jungle was always at their door. The 
deer and the wild pig grubbed up their crops, and; low 
and again the tiger carried oflf a man at twdight, 
within sight of the village gates. 

MowgU, who, naturally, knew something a )out 
what they were talking of, had to cover his face n it to 
show that he was laughing, while Buldeo, the Tc wer 
musket across his knees, cUmbed on from one woe der- 
ful story to another, and MowgU’s shoulders sho )k. 

Buldeo was explaining how the tiger that had 
carried away Messua’s son was a ghost-tiger, anc. his 
body was inhabited by the ghost of a wicked old 
money-lender, who had died some years ago. ‘And I 
know that this is true,’ he said, ‘because Piurun Dass 
always Hmped from the blow that he got in a riot 
when his account-books were burned, and the tiger 
that I speak of, he hmps, too, for the tracks of his pads 
are unequal.’ 

‘True, true; that must be the truth,’ said the grey¬ 
beards, nodding together. 

‘Are aU these tales such cobwebs and moon-talk?’ 
said MowgU. ‘That tiger Umps because he was bom 
lame, as every one knows. To talk of the soul of a 
money-lender in a beast that never had the courage of 
a Jackal is child’s talk.’ 

Buldeo was speechless with surprise for a moment, 
and the head-man stared. 
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‘Oho! It is the Jungle brat, is it?’ said Buldeo. ‘If 
thou art so wise, better bring his hide to Khanhi- 
wara, for the Government has set a hundred rupees 
on his life. Better still, do not talk when thy elders 
speak.’ 

MowgU rose to go. ‘All the evening I have lain here 
hstening,’ he called back over his shoulder, ‘and, 
fi except once or twice, Buldeo has not said one word of 
truth concerning the Jungle, which is at his very doors. 
How, then, shall I beUeve the tales of ghosts and gods 
and goblins which he says he has seen?’ 

‘It is full time that boy went to herding,’ said the 
head-man, while Buldeo puffed and snorted at 
Mowgli’s impertinence. 

The custom of most Indian villages is for a few boys 
to take the cattle and buffaloes out to graze in the 
early morning, and bring them back at night; and 
the very cattle that would trample a white man to 
death allow themselves to be banged and bullied and 
shouted at by children that hardly come up to their 
noses. So long as the boys keep with the herds they 
are safe, for not even the tiger will charge a mob of 
cattle. But if they straggle to pick flowers or hunt 
lizards, they are sometimes carried off. Mowgli went 
through the village street in the dawn, sitting on the 
back of Rama, the great herd bull; and the slaty-blue 
buffaloes, with their long, backward-sweeping horns 
and savage eyes, rose out of their byres, one by one, 
and followed him, and MowgH made it very clear to 
the children with him that he was the master. He beat 
the buffaloes with a long, poUshed bamboo, and told 
Kamya, one of the boys, to graze the cattle by them- 
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selves, while he went on with the buffaloes, and to be 
very careful not to stray away from the herd. 

An Indian grazing-ground is all rocks and scrub and 
tussocks and Httle ravines, among which the herds 
scatter and disappear. The buffaloes generally keep to 
the pools and muddy places, where they He wallow¬ 
ing or basking in the warm mud for hours. Mo vgH 
drove them on to the edge of the plain where die 
Waingvmga River came out of the Jungle; ther he 
dropped from Rama’s neck, trotted off to a bam boo 
clump, and foimd Grey Brother. ‘Ah!’ said (irey 
Brother. ‘I have waited here very many days. Wl at is 
the meaning of this catde-herding work?’ 

‘It is an order,’ said MowgU. ‘I am a village here for 
a while. What news of Shere Khan?’ 

‘He has come back to this country, and has waited 
here a long time for thee. Now he has gone off again, 
for the game is scarce. But he means to kill thee.’ 

‘Very good,’ said MowgU. ‘So long as he is away 
do thou or one of the four brothers sit on that rock, 
so that I can see thee as I come out of the village. 
When he comes back wait for me in the ravine by 
the dMk-tiee in the centre of the plain. We need not 
walk into Shere Khan’s mouth.’ 

Then MowgU picked out a shady place, and lay 
down and slept while the buffaloes grazed round him. 
Herding in India is one of the laziest things in the 
world. The cattle move and enmeh, and Ue down, 
and move on again, and they do not even low. They 
only grunt, and the buffaloes very seldom say any¬ 
thing, but get down into the muddy pools one after 
another, and work their way into the mud till only 
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their noses and staring china-blue eyes show above 
the surface, and there they He like logs. The sun makes 
the rocks dance in the heat, and the herd-children hear 
one kite (never any more) whistling almost out of 
sight overhead, and they know that if they died, or a 
cow died, that kite would sweep down, and the next 
kite miles away would see him drop and would 
follow, and the next, and the next, and almost before 
they were dead there would be a score of hungry 
kites come out of nowhere. Then they sleep and wake 
and sleep again, and weave little baskets of dried grass 
and put grasshoppers in them; or catch two praying- 
mantises and make them fight; or string a necklace of 
red and black Jungle-nuts; or watch a Hzard basking 
on a rock, or a snake hunting a frog near the wallows. 
Then they sing long, long songs with odd native 
quavers at the end of them, and the day seems longer 
than most people’s whole fives, and perhaps they 
make a mud castle with mud figures of men and 
horses and buffaloes, and put reeds into the men’s 
hands, and pretend that they are kings and the figures 
are their armies, or that they are gods to be wor¬ 
shipped. Then evening comes, and the children call, 
and the buffaloes lumber up out of the sticky mud 
with noises like gunshots going off one after the other, 
and they all string across the grey plain back to the 
twinkling village fights. 

Day after day Mowgfi would lead the buffaloes out 
to their wallows, and day after day he would see Grey 
Brother’s back a mile and a half away across the plain 
(so he knew that Shere Khan had not come back), 
and day after day he would fie on the grass listening 
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to the noises round him, and dreaming of old days in 
the Jungle. If Shere Khan had made a false step with 
his lame paw up in the Jungles by the Waingunga, 
Mowgh would have heard him in those long, still 
mornings. 

At last a day came when he did not see (^rey 
Brother at the signal-place, and he laughed and he ided 
the buffaloes for the ravine by the dhdk-txee, w liich 
was all covered with golden-red flowers. Ther: sat 
Grey Brother, every bristle on his back lifted. 

‘He has hidden for a month to throw thee of thy 
guard. He crossed the ranges last night with Tab tqui, 
hot-foot on thy trail,’ said the wolf, panting. 

Mowgh frowned. ‘I am not afraid of Shere K han, 
but Tabaqui is very cunning.’ 

‘Have no fear,’ said Grey Brother, hcking his 1 ps a 
little. ‘I met Tabaqui in the dawn. Now he is teling 
all his wisdom to the kites, but he told me everytoing 
before I broke his back. Shere Khan’s plan is to wait 
for thee at the village gate this evening—^for thee and 
for no one else. He is lying up now in the big dry 
ravine of the Waingunga.’ 

‘Has he eaten to-day, or does he hunt empty?’ said 
Mowgh, for the answer meant life or death to him. 

‘He killed at dawn,— a. pig,—and he has drunk too. 
Remember, Shere Khan could never fast, even for the 
sake of revenge.’ 

‘Oh I Fool, fool! What a cub’s cub it is 1 Eaten and 
drunk too, and he thinks that I shall wait dll he has 
slept 1 Now, where does he he up? If there were but 
ten of us we might pull him down as he hes. These 
buffaloes will not charge tmless they wind him, and 
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I cannot speak their language. Can we get behind his 
track so that they may smell it?’ 

‘He swam far down the Waingunga to cut that off,’ 
said Grey Brother. 

‘Tabaqui told him that, I know. He would never 
have thought of it alone/ Mowgli stood with his 
finger in his mouth, thinking. ‘The big ravine of die 
Waingunga. That opens out on the plain not half a 
mile from here. I can take the hetd round through the 
Jungle to the head of the ravine and then sweep down 
—but he would slink out at the foot. We must block 
that end. Grey Brother, canst thou cut the herd in 
two for me?’ 

‘Not I, perhaps—but I have brought a wise helper.’ 
Grey Brother trotted off and dropped into a hole. 
Then there lifted up a huge grey head that MowgU 
knew well, and the hot air was filled with the most 
desolate cry of all the Jungle—the hunting-howl of a 
wolf at midday. 

‘Akela! Akela!’ said Mowgh, clapping his hands. ‘I 
might have known that thou wouldst not forget me. 
We have a big work in hand. Cut the herd in two, 
Akela. Keep the cows and calves together, and the 
bulls and die plough-buffaloes by themselves.’ 

The two wolves ran, ladies’-chain fashion, in and 
out of the herd, which snorted and threw up its head, 
and separated into two clumps. In one the cow- 
buffaloes stood, with their calves in the centre, and 
glared and pawed, ready, if a wolf would only stay 
still, to dharge down and trample the Ufe out of him. 
In the other the bulls and the young bulls snorted and 
stamped; but, though they looked more imposing. 
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they were much less dangerous, for they had no calves 
to protect. No six men could have divided die herd 
so neady. 

‘What orders?* panted Akela. ‘They are trying to 
join again.’ 

MowgU slipped on to Rama’s back. ‘Drive the liuUs 
away to the left, Akela. Grey Brother, when w< are 
gone, hold the cows together, and drive them into 
the foot of the ravine.’ 

‘How far?’ said Grey Brother, panting and snap] ing. 

‘Till the sides are higher than Shere Khan can ju np,’ 
shouted Mowgli. ‘Keep them there till we ome 
down.’ The bulls swept off as Akela bayed, and • Irey 
Brother stopped in front of the cows. They cha' ged 
down on him, and he ran just before them to the foot 
of the ravine, as Akela drove the bulls far to die left. 

‘Well done! Another charge and they are fiirly 
started. Careful, now—careful, Akela. A snap too 
much, and the bulls will charge. Huy ah! This is wilder 
work than driving black-buck. Didst thou think these 
creatures could move so swifdy?’ Mowgli called. 

‘I have—^have hunted these too in my time,’ gasped 
Akela in the dust. ‘Shall I mm them into the Jungle?’ 

‘Ay, mm! Swifdy turn them! Rama is mad with 
rage. Oh, if I could only tell him what I need of him 
to-day r 

The bulls were turned to the right this time, and 
crashed into the standing thicket. The other herd- 
children, watching with the cattle half a mile away, 
hurried to the village as fast as their legs could carry 
them, crying that the buffaloes had gone mad and nm 
away. 
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But Mowgli’s plan was simple enough. All he 
wanted to do was to make a big circle uphill and get 
at the head of the ravine, and then take the bulls down 
it and catch Shere Khan between the bulls and the 
cows; for he knew that after a meal and a full drink 
Shere Khan would not be in any condition to fight or 
to clamber up the sides of the ravine. He was soothing 
the buffaloes now by voice, and Akela had dropped 
far to the rear, only whimpering once or twice to 
hurry the rear-guard. It was a long, long circle, for 
they did not wish to get too near the ravine and give 
Shere Khan warning. At last MowgU rounded up the 
bewildered herd at the head of the ravine on a grassy 
patch that sloped steeply down to the ravine itself. 
From that height you could see across the tops of the 
trees down to the plain below; but what Mowgli 
looked at was the sides of the ravine, and he saw with 
a great deal of satisfaction that they ran nearly straight 
up and down, while the vines and creepers that himg 
over them would give no foothold to a tiger who 
wanted to get out. 

‘Let them breathe, Akela,’ he said, holding up his 
hand. ‘They have not winded him yet. Let diem 
breathe. I must tell Shere Khan who comes. We have 
him in the trap.’ 

He put his hands to his mouth and shouted down 
the ravine,—it was almost like shouting down a 
tunnel,—and the echoes jumped from rock to rock. 

After a long time there came back the drawling, 
sleepy snarl of a full-fed tiger just wakened. 

‘Who calls?’ said Shere Khan, and a splendid 
peacock fluttered up out of the ravine screeching. 
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‘I, Mowgli. Cattle thief, it is time to come to the 
Council Rock! Down—dhurry them down, Akela! 
Down, Rama, down 1’ 

The herd paused for an instant at the edge of the 
slope, but Akela gave tongue in the full hunting-yell, 
and they pitched over one after the other, just as 
steamers shoot rapids, the sand and stones spurtinj; up 
round them. Once stirted, there was no chanc; of 
stopping, and before diey were fairly in the bed o the 
ravine Rama winded Shere Khan and bellowed. 

‘Ha! Ha!’ said Mowgli, on his back. ‘Now hou 
knowest!’ and the torrent of black horns, foai ling 
muzzles, and staring eyes whirled down the ra /ine 
like boulders in flood-time; the weaker bufl[does 
being shouldered out to the sides of the ravine, w aere 
they tore through the creepers. They knew wha the 
business was before them—the terrible charge of the 
buffalo-herd, against which no tiger can hope to stand. 
Shere Khan heard the thunder of their hoofs, picked 
himself up, and lumbered down the ravine, looking 
from side to side for some way of escape; but the walls 
of the ravine were straight, and he had to keep on, 
heavy with his dinner and his drink, wiUing to do 
anything rather than fight. The herd splashed through 
the pool he had just left, bellowing till the narrow cut 
rang. MowgU heard an answering bellow from tlie 
foot of the ravine, saw Shere Khan turn (die tiger 
knew if the worst came to the worst it was better to 
meet the bulls than the cows with their calves), and 
dien Rama tripped, stumbled, and went on again 
over something soft, and, with the bulls at his heels, 
crashed full into the other herd, while the weaker 
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buffaloes were lifted clean off their feet by the shock 
of the meeting. That charge carried both herds out 
into the plain, goring and stamping and snorting, 
Mowgli watched his time, and sUpped off Rama’s 
neck, laying about him right and left with his stick. 

‘Quick, Akela! Break diem up. Scatter them, or 
they will be fighting one another. Drive them away, 
Akela. Hai, Rama! Hai! hail hail my children. Softly 
now, softly! It is all over.’ 

Akela and Grey Brother ran to and fro nipping the 
buffaloes’ legs, and though the herd wheeled once to 
charge up the ravine again, MowgU managed to turn 
Rama, and the others followed him to the wallows. 

Shere Khan needed no more trampling. He was 
dead, and the kites were coming for him already. 

‘Brothers, that was a dog’s death,’ said Mowgh, 
feeling for the knife he always carried in a sheath 
round his neck now that he hved with men. ‘But he 
would never have shown fight. His hide will look 
well on the Council Rock. We must get to work 
swiftly.’ 

A boy trained among men would never have 
dreamed of skinning a ten-foot tiger alone, but 
MowgU knew better than any one else how an 
animal’s skin is fitted on, and how it can be taken off. 
But it was hard work, and MowgU slashed and tore 
and grunted for an hour, while the wolves lolled out 
their tongues, or came forward and tugged as he 
ordered them. 

Presently a hand feU on his shoulder, and looking 
up he saw Buldeo with the Tower musket. The 
children had told the village about the buffalo stam- 

I14 



‘tiger! tiger!’ 


pede, and Buldeo went out angrily, only too anxious 
to correct Mowgli for not taking better care of the 
herd. The wolves dropped out of sight as soon as they 
saw the man coming. 

‘What is this folly?’ said Buldeo angrily. ‘To think 
that thou canst skin a tiger! Where did the buffaloes 
kill him? It is the Lame Tiger, too, and there is a 
hundred rupees on his liead. Well, well, we will o /er- 
look thy letting the herd run off, and perhaps I will 
give thee one of the rupees of the reward when 11 ave 
taken the skin to Khanhiwara.’ He fumbled in his 
waist-cloth for flint and steel, and stooped dow i to 
singe Shere Khan’s v,hiskers. Most native hui ters 
singe a tiger’s whiskers to prevent his ghost haun ing 
them. 

‘Hum!’ said Mowgli, half to himself as he rif ped 
back the skin of a fore-paw. ‘So thou wilt take the 1 lide 
to Khanhiwara for the reward, and perhaps give me 
one rupee? Now it is in my mind that I need the skin 
for my own use. Heh I old man, take away that fixe!’ 

‘What talk is this to the chief hunter of the village? 
Thy luck and the stupidity of thy buffaloes have 
helped thee to this kill. The tiger has just fed, or he 
would have gone twenty miles by this time. Thou 
canst not even skin him properly, httle beggar-brat, 
and forsooth I, Buldeo, must be told not to singe his 
whiskers. MowgU, I will not give thee one anna of 
the reward, but only a very big beating. Leave the 
carcass!’ 

‘By the Bull that bought me,’ said Mowgh, who was 
trying to get at the shoulder, ‘must I stay babbling to an 
old ape all noon? Here, Akela, this man plagues me.’ 
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Buldeo, who was still stooping over Shere Khan’s 
head, found himself sprawling on the grass, with a 
grey wolf standing over him, while Mowgh went on 
skinning as though he were alone in all India. 

‘Ye-es,’ he said, between his teeth. ‘Thou art 
altogether right, Buldeo. Thou wilt never give me 
one anna of the reward. There is an old war between 
this lame tiger and myself—a very old war, and—I 
have won.’ 

To do Buldeo justice, if he had been ten years 
younger he would have taken his chance with Akela 
had he met the wolf in the woods; but a wolf who 
obeyed the orders of this boy who had private wars 
with man-eating tigers was not a common animal. It 
was sorcery, magic of the worst kind, thought Buldeo, 
and he wondered whether the amulet round his neck 
would protect him. He lay as still as still, expecting 
every minute to see Mowgli turn into a tiger, too. 

‘Maharaj! Great King!’ he said at last, in a husky 
whisper. 

‘Yes,’said Mowgli, without turning his head,chuck- 
hng a httle. 

‘I am an old man. I did not know that thou wast 
anything more than a herd-boy. May I rise up and go 
away, or will thy servant tear me to pieces?’ 

‘Go, and peace go with thee. Only, another time do 
not meddle with my game. Let him go, Akela.’ 

Buldeo hobbled away to the village as fast as he 
could, looking back over his shoulder in case Mowgli 
should change into something terrible. When he got 
to the village he told a tale of magic and enchantment 
and sorcery that made the priest look very grave. 
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Mowgli went on with his work, but it was nearly 
twihght before he and the wolves had drawn the 
great gay skin clear of the body. 

‘Now we must hide this and take the buffaloes 
home! Help me to herd them, Akela.’ 

The herd rounded up in the misty twihght, and 
when they got near tht* village Mowgli saw Hghts and - 
heard the conches and bells in the temple blowing and 
banging. Half the village seemed to be waitin| for 
him by the gate. ‘That is because I have killed 5 here 
Khan,’ he said to hij nself; but a shower of si ones 
whistled about his ears, and the villagers shoi ted: 
‘Sorcerer! Wolf’s bri-t! Jungle-demon I Go away! 
Get hence quickly, or the priest will turn thee ii to a 
wolf again. Shoot, Buldeo, shoot!’ 

The old Tower musket went off with a bang, and 
a young buffalo bellowed in pain. 

‘More sorcery!’ shouted the villagers. ‘He can turn 
bullets. Buldeo, that was thy buffalo.’ 

‘Now what is this?’ said Mowgh, bewildered, as 
the stones flew thicker. 

‘They are not unhke the Pack, these brothers of 
thine,’ said Akela, sitting down composedly. ‘It is in 
my head that, if bullets mean anything, they would 
cast thee out.’ 

‘Wolf! Wolf’s cub! Go away!’ shouted the priest, 
waving a sprig of the sacred tulsi plant. 

‘Again? Last time it was because I was a man. This 
time it is because I am a wolf. Let us go, Akela.’ 

A woman—^it was Messua—^ran across to the herd, 
and cried: ‘Oh, my son, my son! They say thou art a 
sorcerer who can turn himself into a beast at wiU. I do 
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not believe, but go away or they will kill thee. Buldeo 
says thou art a wizard, but I know thou hast avenged 
Nathoo’s death.’ 

‘Come back, Messua!’ shouted the crowd. ‘Come 
back, or we will stone thee.’ 

Mowgh laughed a httle short ugly laugh, for a stone 
had hit him in the mouth. ‘Run back, Messua. This is 
one of the fooHsh tales they tell tmder the big tree at 
dusk. I have at least paid for thy son’s Hfe. Farewell; 
and rvm quickly, for I shall send the herd in more 
swiftly than their brickbats. I am no wizard, Messua. 
Farewell!’ 

‘Now, once more, Akela,’ he cried. ‘Bring the herd 
in.’ 

The buffaloes were anxious enough to get to the 
village. They hardly needed Akela’s yell, but charged 
through the gate like a whirlwind, scattering the 
crowd right and left. 

‘Keep count!’ shouted Mowgh scornfully. ‘It may 
be that I have stolen one of them. Keep count, for I 
will do your herding no more. Fare you well, children 
of men, and thank Messua that I do not come in with 
my wolves and hunt you up and down your street.’ 

He turned on his heel and walked away with the 
Lone Wolf; and as he looked up at the stars he felt 
happy. ‘No more sleeping in traps for me, Akela. Let 
us get Shere Khan’s skin and go away. No; we will 
not hurt the village, for Messua was kind to me.’ 

When the moon rose over the plain, making it look 
all milky, the horrified villagers saw Mowgh, with 
two wolves at his heels and a bundle on his head, 
trotting across at the steady wolf’s trot that eats up the 
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long miles like fire. Then they banged the temple 
bells and blew the conches louder than ever; and 
Messua cried, and Buldeo embroidered the story of 
his adventures in the Jungle, till he ended by saying 
that Akela stood up on his hind legs and talked like a 
man. 

The moon was just going down when Mowg li and 
the two wolves came to the hill of the Council lock, 
and they stopped at Mother Wolf’s cave. 

‘They have cast me out from the Man- Pack, 
Mother,’ shouted Mowgh, ‘but I come with th ; hide 
of Shere Khan to keep my word.’ Mother Wolf 
walked stiffly from the cave with the cubs behin 1 her, 
and her eyes glowed as she saw the skin. 

‘I told him on that day, when he crammed hi: head 
and shoulders into this cave, hunting for thi hfe. 
Little Frog—I told him that the hunter would be the 
hunted. It is well done.’ 

‘Little Brother, it is well done,’ said a deep voice in 
the thicket. ‘We were lonely in the Jungle without 
thee,’ and Bagheera came running to Mowgh’s bare 
feet. They clambered up the Council Rock together, 
and Mowgh spread the skin out on the flat stone 
where Akela used to sit, and pegged it down with 
four shvers of bamboo, and Akela lay down upon it, 
and called the old call to the Council, ‘Look—^look 
well, O Wolves!’ exactly as he had called when 
Mowgh was first brought there. 

Ever since Akela had been deposed, the Pack had 
been without a leader, hunting and fighting at their 
own pleasure. But they answered the call from habit, 
and some of them were lame from the traps they had 
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fallen into, and some limped from shot-wounds, and 
some were mangy from eating bad food, and many 
were missing; but they came to the Council Rock, all 
that were left of them, and saw Shere Khan’s striped 
hide on the rock, and the huge claws dangling at the 
end of the empty, dangling feet. It was then that 
Mowgli made up a song without any rhymes, a song 
that came up into his throat all by itself, and he shouted 
it aloud, leaping up and doAvn on the rattling skin, 
and beating time with his heels till he had no more 
breath left, while Grey Brother and Akela howled 
between the verses. 

‘Look well, O Wolves! Have I kept my word?’ 
said Mowgli when he had finished; and the wolves 
bayed, ‘Yes,’ and one tattered wolf howled:— 

‘Lead us again, O Akela. Lead us again, O Man-cub, 
for we be sick of this lawlessness, and we would be 
the Free Feople once more.’ 

‘Nay,’ purred Bagheera, ‘that may not be. When 
ye are full-fed, the madness may come upon ye 
again. Not for nothing are ye called the Free People. 
Ye fought for freedom, and it is yours. Eat it, O 
Wolves.’ 

‘Man-Pack and Wolf-Pack have cast me out,’ said 
Mowgh. ‘Now I will hunt alone in the Jungle.’ 

‘And we will hunt with thee,’ said the four cubs. 

So Mowgli went away and hunted with the four 
cubs in the Jungle from that day on. But he was not 
always alone, because years afterward he became a 
man and married. 

But that is a story for grown-ups. 
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That he sang at the Council Rock when he danced 
on Shere Khan’s hide 

The Song of Mowgli—I, Mowgli, am singing. Le the 
Jungle listen to the things I have done. 

Shere Khan said he tvotdd kill—would kill! At the ]ates 
in the twilight he would kill Mowgli, the Frog! 

He ate and he drank. Drink deep, Shere Khan, for \ >hen 
wilt thou drink again? Sleep and dream of the ki \. 

I am alone on the grazitg-grounds. Grey Brother, cot le to 
me! Come to me. Lone Wolf, for there is big > ame 
afoot. 

Bring up the great bull-buffaloes, the blue-skinned herd- 
bulls with the angry eyes. Drive them to and fro as I 
order. 

Sleepest thou still, Shere Khan? Wake, oh, wake! Here 
come I, and the bulls are behind. 

Rama, the King of the Buffaloes, stamped with his foot. 
Waters of the Waingunga, whither went Shere Khan? 

He is not Ikki to dig holes, nor Mao, the Peacock, that he 
should fly. He is not Mang, the Bat, to hang in the 
branches. Little bamboos that creak together, tell me 
where he ran. 

Ow! He is there. Ahoo! He is there. Under the feet of 
Rama lies the Lame One! Up, Shere Khan! Up and 
kill! Here is meat; break the necks of the bulls! 
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Hsh! He is asleep. We will not wake him, for his strength 
is very great. The kites have come down to see it. The 
black ants have come up to know it. There is a great 
assembly in his honour. 

Alala! I have no cloth to wrap me. The kites will see that 
I am naked. I am ashamed to meet all these people. 

Lend me thy coat, Shere Khan. Lend me thy gay striped 
coat that I may go to the Council Rock. 

By the Bull that bought me, I have made a promise—a 
little promise. Only thy coat is lacking before I keep 
my word. 

With the knife—with the knife that men use—with the knife 
of the hunter, the man, I will stoop down for my gift. 

Waters of the Waingunga, bear witness that Shere Khan 
gives me his coat for the love that he bears me. Pull, 
Grey Brother! Pull, Akela! Heavy is the hide of 
Shere Khan. 

The Man-Pack are angry. They throw stones and talk 
child's talk. My mouth is bleeding. Let us run away. 

Through the night, through the hot night, run swiftly with 
me, my brothers. We will leave the lights of the village 
and go to the low moon. 

Waters of the Waingunga, the Man-Pack have cast me 
out. I did them no harm, but they were afraid of me. 
Why? 

Wolf-Pack, ye have cast me out too. The Jungle is shut to 
me and the village gates are shut. Why? 

As Mang flies between the beasts and the birds, so fly I 
between the village and the Jungle, Why? 
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7 dance on the hide of Shere Khan, but my heart is very 
heavy. My mouth is cut and wounded with the stones 
from the village, but my heart is very light because I 
have come back to the Jungle. Why? 

These two things fight together in me as the snakes fight 
in the spring. 

The water comes out of my eyes; yet I laugh while it falls. 
Why? 

I am two Mowglis, but the hide of Shere Khan is mder 
my feet. 

All the Jungle knows that I have killed Shere Khan. Look 
—look well, O Waives! 

Ahae! My heart is heavy with the things that I co not 
understand. 
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Veil them, cover them, wall them round— 

Blossom, and creeper, and weed— 

Let us forget the sight and the sound. 

The smell and the touch of the breed! 

Fat black ash by the altar-stone. 

Here is the white-foot rain. 

And the does bring forth in the fields unsov n. 

And none shall affright them again; 

And the blind walls crumble, unknown, o’eri irown. 
And none shall inhabit again! 

Y ou WILL REMEMBER that after Mowjli had 
pinned Shere Khan’s hide to the Counci Rock, 
he told as many as were left of the Seeonee Pack 
that henceforward he would hunt in the Jungle alone; 
and the four children of Mother and Father Wolf said 
that they would hunt with him. But it is not easy to 
change one’s hfe all in a minute—particularly in the 
Jungle. The first thing Mowgh did, when the dis¬ 
orderly Pack had slunk off, was to go to the home- 
cave, and sleep for a day and a night. Then he told 
Mother Wolf and Father Wolf as much as they could 
understand of his adventures among men; and when 
he made the morning sun flicker up and down the 
blade of his skinning-knife,—the same he had skinned 
Shere Khan with,—^they said he had learned some¬ 
thing. Then Akela and Grey Brother had to explain 
their share of the great buffalo-drive in the ravine, and 
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Baloo toiled up the hill to hear all about it, and 
Bagheera scratched himself all over with pure dehght 
at the way in which Mowgh had managed his war. 

It was long after simrise, but no one dreamed of 
going to sleep, and from time to time, during the talk. 
Mother Wolf would throw up her head, and sniff a 
deep snuff of satisfaction as the wind brought her the 
smell of the tiger-skin on the Council Rock. 

‘But for Akela and Grey Brother here,’ Mowgh 
said, at the end, ‘I could have done nothing. Oh, 
mother, mother! if thou hadst seen the black herd- 
bulls pour down the ravine, or hurry through the 
gates when the Man-Pack flung stones at me!’ 

‘I am glad I did not see that last,’ said Mother Wolf 
stiffly. ‘It is not my custom to suffer my cubs to be 
driven to and fro like jackals. I would have taken a 
price from the Man-Pack; but I would have spared 
the woman who gave thee the milk. Yes, I would 
have spared her alone.’ 

‘Peace, peace, Raksha!’ said Father Wolf lazily. 
‘Our Frog has come back again—so wise that his own 
father must Uck his feet; and what is a cut, more or 
less, on the head? Leave Men alone.’ Baloo and Bagh¬ 
eera both echoed: ‘Leave Men alone.’ 

Mowgh, his head on Mother Wolf’s side, snuled 
contentedly, and said that, for his own part, he never 
wished to see, or hear, or smell Man again. 

‘But what,’ said Akela, cocking one ear—‘but what 
if men do not leave thee alone. Little Brother?’ 

‘We be^ve,’said Grey Brother, looking round at the 
company, and snapping his jaws on the last word. 

‘We also might attend to that hunting,’ said 
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Bagheera, with a little switch-switch of his tail, looking 
at Baloo. ‘But why think of men now, Akela?’ 

‘For this reason,’ the Lone Wolf answered: ‘when 
that yellow thief’s hide was hung up on the rock, I 
went back along our trail to the village, stepping in 
my tracks, turning aside, and lying down, to make a 
mixed trail in case one should follow us. But ^ vhen I 
had fouled the trail so that I myself hardly k lew it 
again, Mang, the Bat, came hawking betwe :n the 
trees, and hung up above me. Said Mang, “The tillage 
of the Man-Pack, where they cast out the Ma i-cub, 
hums like a hornets’ nest.” ’ 

‘It was a big stone that I threw,’ chuckled M )wgli, 
who had often amused himself by thro win ; ripe 
pawpaws into a hornets’ nest, and racing off :o the 
nearest pool before the hornets caught him. 

‘I asked of Mang what he had seen. He said tl at the 
Red Flower blossomed at the gate of the village, and 
men sat about it carrying guns. Now I know, for I 
have good cause,’—Akela looked dowm at the old dry 
scars on his flank and side,—‘that men do not carry 
guns for pleasure. Presently, Little Brother, a man with 
a gun follows our trail—if, indeed, he be not already 
on it.’ 

‘But why should he? Men have cast me out. What 
more do they need?’ said Mowgh angrily. 

‘Thou art a man. Little Brother,’ Akela returned. 
‘It is not for us, the Free Hunters, to tell thee what thy 
brethren do, or why.’ 

He had just time to snatch up his paw as the 
skinning-knife cut deep into the ground below. 
Mowgli struck quicker than an average human eye 
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could follow, but Akela was a wolf; and even a dog, 
who is very far removed from the wild wolf, his 
ancestor, can be waked out of deep sleep by a cart¬ 
wheel touching his flank, and can spring away un¬ 
harmed before that wheel comes on. 

‘Another time,’ MowgU said quietly, returning the 
knife to its sheath, ‘speak of the Man-Pack and of 
Mowgh in two breaths—^not one.’ 

‘Phff! That is a sharp tooth,’ said Akela, snuffing at 
tlie blade’s cut in the earth, ‘but living with the Man- 
Pack has spoiled thine eye. Little Brother. I could have 
killed a buck while thou wast striking.’ 

Bagheera sprang to his feet, thrust up his head as 
far as he could, sniffed, and stiffened through every 
curve in his body. Grey Brother followed his example 
quickly, keeping a little to his left to get the wind that 
was blowing from the right, while Akela bounded 
fifty yards up wind, and, half-crouching, stiffened too. 
Mowgli looked on enviously. He could smell things 
as very few human beings could, but he had never 
reached the hair-trigger-hke sensitiveness of a Jungle 
nose; and his three months in the smoky village had 
set him back sadly. However, he dampened his finger, 
rubbed it on the nose, and stood erect to catch the 
upper scent, which, though it is the faintest, is the 
truest. 

‘Man!’ Akela growled, dropping on his haunches. 

‘Buldeo!’ said Mowgli, sitting down. ‘He follows 
our trail, and yonder is the sunlight on his gun. 
Look!’ 

It was no more than a splash of sunUght, for a 
fraction of a second, on the brass clamps of the old 
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Tower musket, but nothing in the Jungle winks with 
just that flash, except when the clouds race over the 
sky. Then a piece of mica, or a little pool, or even a 
highly polished leaf will flash like a heliograph. But 
that day was cloudless and still. 

‘I knew men would follow,’ said Akela triumph¬ 
antly. ‘Not for nothing have I led the Pack.’ 

The four cubs saiil nothing, but ran downl dll on 
their bellies, melting into the thorn and unde ‘brush 
as a mole melts into a lawn. 

‘Where go ye, and without word?’ Mowgli :alled, 

‘H’sh! We roll his skull here before midday! Grey 
Brother answered. 

‘Back! Back and wait! Man does not eat Man!’ 
Mowgli shrieked, 

‘Who was a wolf but now? Who drove the k aife at 
me for thinking he might be Man?’ said Akela, as the 
four wolves turned back sullenly and dropped to heel. 

‘Am I to give reason for all I choose to do?’ said 
Mowgli furiously. 

‘That is Man! There speaks Man!’ Bagheera 
muttered under his whiskers. ‘Even so did men talk 
round the King’s cages at Oodeypore. We of the 
Jungle know that Man is wisest of all. If we trusted our 
ears we should know that of all things he is most 
foolish.’ Raising his voice, he added, ‘The Man-cub is 
right in this. Men hunt in packs. To kill one, unless we 
know what the others will do, is bad hunting. Come, 
let us see what this Man means toward us.’ 

‘We will not come,’ Grey Brother growled. ‘Hunt 
alone. Little Brother. We know our ovm minds. The 
skull would have been ready to bring by now.’ 
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Mowgli had been looking from one to the other of 
his friends, his chest heaving and his eyes full of tears. 
He strode forward to the wolves, and, dropping 
on one knee, said: ‘Do I not know my mind? Look 
at me!’ 

They looked uneasily, and when their eyes wan¬ 
dered, he called them back again and again, till their 
hair stood up all over their bodies, and they trembled 
in every Hmb, while MowgU stared and stared. 

‘Now,’ said he, ‘of us five, which is leader?’ 

‘Thou art leader. Little Brother,’ said Grey Brother, 
and he Hcked MowgH’s foot. 

‘Follow, then,’ said Mowgh, and the four followed 
at his heels with their tails between their legs. 

‘This comes of living with the Man-Pack,’ said 
Bagheera, slipping down after them. ‘There is more 
in the Jungle now than Jungle Law, Baloo.’ 

The old bear said nothing, but he thought many 
tilings. 

Mowgli cut across noiselessly through the Jungle, 
at right angles to Buldeo’s path, till, parting the under¬ 
growth, he saw the old man, his musket on his 
shoulder, running up the trail of overnight at a dog¬ 
trot. 

You will remember that MowgU had left the 
village with the heavy weight of Shere Khan’s raw 
hide on his shoulders, while Akela and Grey Brother 
trotted behind, so that the triple trail was very clearly 
marked. Presently Buldeo came to where Akela, as 
you know, had gone back and mixed it all up. Then 
he sat down, and coughed and grunted, and made 
little casts round and about into the Jungle to pick it 
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up again, and all the time he could have thrown a 
stone over those who were watching him. No one 
can be so silent as a wolf when he does not care to 
be heard; and Mowgli, though the wolves thought 
he moved very clumsily, could come and go like a 
shadow. They ringed the old man as a school of 
porpoises ring a steamer at full speed, and js they 
ringed him they talked unconcernedly, foi their 
speech began below the lowest end of the scs le that 
untrained human beings can hear. (The other end is 
bounded by the high squeak of Mang, the Bat, which 
very many people c-innot catch at aU. From th t note 
all the bird and bat .md insect talk takes on.) 

‘This is better than any kill,’ said Grey Brol ler, as 
Buldeo stooped and peered and puffed. ‘He loc <.s like 
a lost pig in the Jurgles by the river. What d^es he 
say?’ Buldeo was muttering savagely. 

Mowgli translated. ‘He says that packs of evolves 
must have danced round me. He says that he never 
saw such a trail in his life. He says he is tired.’ 

‘He will be rested before he picks it up again,’ said 
Bagheera coolly, as he slipped round a tree-trunk, in 
the game of blind-man’s-buff that they were playing. 
‘Now, what does the lean thing do?’ 

‘Eat or blow smoke out of his mouth. Men always 
play with their mouths,’ said Mowgli; and the silent 
trailers saw the old man fill and light and puff at a 
water-pipe, and they took good note of the smell of 
the tobacco, so as to be sure of Buldeo in the darkest 
night, if necessary. 

Then a httle knot of charcoal-burners came down 
the path, and naturally halted to speak to Buldeo, 
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whose fame as a hunter reached for at least twenty 
miles round. They all sat down and smoked, and 
Bagheera and the others came up and watched while 
Buldeo began to tell the story of Mowgli, the Devil- 
, child, from one end to another, with additions and 
inventions. How he himself had really killed Shere 
Khan; and how MowgU had turned himself into a 
wolf, and fought with him all the afternoon, and 
changed into a boy again and bewitched Buldeo’s rifle, 
so that the bullet turned the corner, when he pointed 
it at Mowgli, and killed one of Buldeo’s own 
buffaloes; and how the village, knowing him to be 
the bravest hunter in Seeonee, had sent him out to kill 
this Devil-child. But meantime the village had got 
hold of Messua and her husband, who were un¬ 
doubtedly the father and mother of this Devil-child, 
and had barricaded them in their own hut, and pres¬ 
ently would torture them to make them confess they 
were witch and wizard, and then they would be 
burned to death. 

‘When?’ said the charcoal-burners, because they 
would very much like to be present at the ceremony. 

Buldeo said that nothing would be done till he 
returned, because the village wished him to kill the 
Jungle Boy first. After that they would dispose of 
Messua and her husband, and divide their lands and 
buffaloes among the village. Messua’s husband had 
some remarkably fine buffaloes, too. It was an excel¬ 
lent thing to destroy wizards, Buldeo thought; and 
people who entertained Wolf-children out of the 
Jungle were clearly the worst kind of witches. 

But, said the charcoal-burners, what would happen 
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if the English heard of it? The English, they had heard, 
were a perfectly mad people, who would not let 
honest farmers kill witches in peace. 

Why, said Buldeo, the head-man of the village 
would report that Messua and her husband had died 
of snake-bite. That was all arranged, and the only thing 
now was to kill the Wolf-child. They did not happen 
to have seen anything of such a creature? 

The charcoal-burners looked round cautious y, and 
thanked their stars they had not; but they 1 ad no 
doubt that so brave a man as Buldeo would fii d him 
if any one could. The sun was getting rather lo v, and 
they had an idea that they would push on to B ildeo’s 
village and see that wicked witch. Buldeo sai I that, 
though it was his duty to kill the Devil-ch Id, he 
could not think of letting a party of unarmet 1 men 
go through the Jungle, which might produ:e the 
Wolf-demon at any minute, without his escort. 
He, therefore, would accompany them, and if the sor¬ 
cerer’s child appeared—well, he would show them 
how the best hunter in Seeonee dealt with such 
things. The Brahmin, he said, had given him a 
charm against the creature that made everything per¬ 
fectly safe. 

‘What says he? What says he? What says he?’ the 
wolves repeated every few minutes; and Mowgli 
translated until he came to the witch part of the story, 
which was a little beyond him, and then he said that 
the man and woman who had been so kind to him 
were trapped. 

jDoes Man trap Man?’ said Bagheera. 

‘So he says. I cannot understand the talk. They are 
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all mad together. What have Messua and her man to 
do with me that they should be put in a trap; and what 
is all this talk about the Red Flower? I must look to 
this. Whatever they would do to Messua they will 

not do till Buldeo returns. And so-’ Mowgli 

thought hard, with his fingers playing round the haft 
of the skinning-knife, while Buldeo and the charcoal- 
burners went off very vahantly in single file. 

‘I go hot-foot back to the Man-Pack,’ Mowgh said 
at last. 

‘And those?’ said Grey Brother, looking hungrily 
after the brown backs of the charcoal-burners. 

‘Sing them home,’ said Mowgli, with a grin; ‘I do 
not wish them to be at the village gates till it is dark. 
Can ye hold them?’ 

Grey Brother bared his white teeth in contempt. 
‘We can head them round and round in circles like 
tethered goats—^if I know Man.’ 

‘That I do not need. Sing to them a little, lest they 
be lonely on the road, and, Grey Brother, the song 
need not be of the sweetest. Go with them, Bagheera, 
and help make that song. When night is shut down, 
meet me by the village—Grey Brother knows the 
place.’ 

‘It is no hght hunting to work for a Man-cub. 
When shall I sleep?’ said Bagheera, yawning, though 
his eyes showed that he was delighted with the amuse¬ 
ment. ‘Me to sing to naked men! But let us try.’ 

He lowered his head so that the sound would travel, 
and cried a long, long ‘Good hunting’—a midnight 
call in the afternoon, which was quite awful enough 
to begin with. Mowgli heard it rumble, and rise, and 
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fall, and die off in a creepy sort of whine behind him, 
and laughed to himself as he ran through the Jungle. 
He could see the charcoal-burners huddled in a knot; 
old Buldeo’s gun-barrel waving, like a banana-leaf, 
to every point of the compass at once. Then Grey 
Brother gave the Ya-la-hi! Yalaha! call for the buck¬ 
driving, when the Pack drive the nilghai,the big blue 
cow, before them, and it seemed to come from the 
very ends of the earth, nearer, and nearer, and nearer, 
till it ended in a shriek snapped off short. Th ; other 
three answered, till even Mowgli could have /owed 
that the full Pack w'^as in full cry, and then t ley all 
broke into the magnificent Morning-song in the 
Jungle, with every tarn, and flourish, and grat e-note 
that a deep-mouthed wolf of the Pack knows. Phis is 
a rough rendering of the song, but you must ii lagine 
what it sounds like svhen it breaks the afternoo i hush 
of the Jungle:— 

One moment past our bodies cast 
No shadow on the plain; 

Now clear and black they stride our track. 
And we run home again. 

In morning hush, each rock and bush 
Stands hard, and high, and raw: 

Then give the Call: ‘Good rest to all 
That keep the Jungle Law!' 

Now horn and pelt our peoples melt 
In covert to abide; 

Now, crouched and still, to cave and hill 
Our Jungle Barons gUde. 
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Now, Stark and plain, Man’s oxen strain. 

That draw the new-yoked plough; 

Now, stripped and dread, the dawn is red 
Above the lit talao. 

Ho! Get to lair! The sun’s aflare 
Behind the breathing grass: 

And creaking through the young bamboo 
The warning whispers pass. 

By day made strange, the woods we range 
With blinking eyes we scan; 

While down the skies the wild duck cries: 
*The Day—the Day to Man!' 

The dew is dried that drenched our hide 
Or washed about our way; 

And where we drank, the puddled bank 
Is crisping into clay. 

The traitor Dark gives up each mark 
Of stretched or hooded claw; 

Then hear the Call: *Good rest to all 
That keep the Jungle Law!’ 

But no translation can give the effect of it, or the 
yelping scorn the Four threw into every word of it, 
as they heard the trees crash when the men hastily 
climbed up into the branches, and Buldeo began 
repeating incantations and charms. Then they lay 
down and slept, for, like all who live by their own 
exertions, they were of a methodical cast of mind; and 
no one can work well without sleep. 

Meantime, Mowgli was putting the miles behind 
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him, nine to the hour, swinging on, delighted to find 
himself so fit after all his cramped months among 
men. The one idea in his head was to get Messua and 
her husband out of the trap, whatever it was; for he 
had a natural mistrust of traps. Later on, he promised 
himself, he would pay his debts to the village at large. 

It was twilight when he saw the well-rsmem- 
bered grazing-grounds, and the dhdk-tree whei e Grey 
Brother had waited for him on the morning hat he 
killed Shere Khan. Angry as he was at the whol; breed 
and community of Man, something jumped u > in his 
throat and made him catch his breath when he looked 
at the village roofs. He noticed that every c le had 
come in from the fields unusually early, and t lat, in¬ 
stead of getting to th . ir evening cooking, they gi thered 
in a crowd under the village tree, and chatten d, and 
shouted. 

‘Men must always be making traps for men, or they 
are not content,’ said Mowgh. ‘Last night it was 
Mowgli—but that night seems many Rains ago. To¬ 
night it is Messua and her man. To-morrow, and for 
very many nights after, it will be Mowgli’s turn again.’ 

He crept along outside the wall till he came to 
Messua’s hut, and looked through the window into 
the room. There lay Messua, gagged, and bound hand 
and foot, breathing hard, and groaning: her husband 
was tied to the gaily painted bedstead. The door of 
the hut that opened into the street was shut fast, and 
three or four people were sitting with their backs to it. 

Mowgli knew the maimers and customs of the 
villagers very fairly. He argued that so long as they 
could eat, and talk, and smoke, they would not do 
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anything else; but as soon as they had fed they would 
begin to be dangerous. Buldeo would be coming in 
before long, and if his escort had done its duty, Buldeo 
would have a very interesting tale to tell. So he went 
in through the window, and, stooping over the man 
and the woman, cut their thongs, pulling out the gags, 
and looked round the hut for some milk. 

Messua was half wild with pain and fear (she had 
been beaten and stoned all the morning), and Mowgli 
put his hand over her mouth just in time to stop a 
scream. Her husband was only bewildered and angry, 
and sat picking dust and things out of his tom beard. 

‘I knew—knew he would come,’ Messua sobbed at 
last. ‘Now do I know that he is my son!’ and she 
hugged Mowgh to her heart. Up to that time Mowgli 
had been perfectly steady, but now he began to 
tremble all over, and that surprised him immensely. 

‘Why are these thongs? Why have they tied thee?’ 
he asked, after a pause. 

‘To be put to the death for making a son of thee— 
what else?’ said the man sullenly. ‘Look! I bleed.’ 

Messua said nothing, but it was at her wounds that 
Mowgh looked, and they heard him grit his teeth 
when he saw the blood. 

‘Whose work is this?’ said he. ‘There is a price to 

pay.’ 

‘The work of all the village. I was too rich. I had 
too many cattle. Therefore she and I are witches, 
because we gave thee shelter.’ 

‘I do not understand. Let Messua tell the tale.’ 

‘I gave thee milk, Nathoo; dost thou remember?’ 
Messua said timidly. ‘Because thou wast my son. 
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whom the tiger took, and because I loved thee very 
dearly. They said that I was thy mother, the mother 
of a devil, and therefore worthy of death.’ 

‘And what is a devil?’ said Mowgh. ‘Death I have 
seen.’ 

The man looked up gloomily, but Messua laughed. 
‘See!’ she said to her husband, ‘I knew—said Jiat he 
was no sorcerer. He is my son—my son!’ 

‘Son or sorcerer, what good will that do i s?’ the 
man answered. ‘We be as dead aheady.’ 

‘Yonder is the roa^l to the Jungle’—^Mowgli pointed 
through the window. ‘Your hands and feet ai e free. 
Go now.’ 

‘We do not knov. the Jungle, my son, as —i i thou 
knowest,’ Messua bt gan. ‘I do not think that 1 could 
walk far.’ 

‘And the men ar.d women would be upcn our 
backs and drag us here again,’ said the husband. 

‘H’ ml’ said Mowgli, and he tickled die palm of his 
hand with the tip of his skinning-knife; ‘I have no wish 
to do harm to any one of this village— yet. But I do 
not think they will stay thee. In a Httle while they will 
have much else to think upon. Ah I’ He lifted his head 
and listened to shouting and trampling outside. ‘So 
they have let Buldeo come home at last?’ 

‘He was sent out this morning to kill thee,’ Messua 
cried. ‘Didst thou meet him?’ 

‘Yes—we—I met him. He has a tale to tell; and wliile 
he is telling it there is time to do much. But first I will 
learn what they mean. Think where ye would go, 
and tell me when I come back.’ 

He bounded through the window and ran along 
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again outside the wall of the village till he came 
within ear-shot of the crowd round the peepul-tree. 
Buldeo was lying on the ground, coughing and groan¬ 
ing, and every one was asking him questions. His hair 
had fallen about his shoulders; his hands and legs were 
skinned from climbing up trees, and he could hardly 
speak, but hefelt the importance of his position keenly. 
From time to time he said something about devils and 
singing devils, and magic enchantment, just to give 
the crowd a taste of what was coming. Then he called 
for water. 

‘Bah!’ said Mowgli. ‘Chatter—chatter! Talk, talk! 
Men are blood-brothers of the Bandar-log. Now he 
must wash his mouth with water; now he must blow 
smoke; and when all that is done he has still his story 
to tell. They are very wise people—men. They will 
leave no one to guard Messua till their ears are stuffed 
with Buldeo’s tales. And—I grow as lazy as they!’ 

He shook himself and glided back to the hut. Just 
as he was at the window he felt a touch on his foot. 

‘Mother,’ said he, for he knew that tongue well, 
‘what dost thou here?’ 

‘I heard my children singing through the woods, 
and I followed the one I loved best. Little Frog, I have 
a desire to see that woman who gave thee milk,’ said 
Mother Wolf, all wet with the dew. 

‘They have bound and mean to kill her. I have cut 
those ties, and she goes with her man through the 
Jungle.’ 

‘I also will follow. I am old, but not yet toothless.’ 
Mother Wolf reared herself up on end, and looked 
through the window into the dark of the hut. 
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In a minute she dropped noiselessly, and all she said 
was: ‘I gave thee thy first milk; but Bagheera speaks 
truth: Man goes to Man at the last.’ 

‘Maybe,’ said Mowgli, with a very unpleasant look 
on his face; ‘but to-night I am very far from that trail. 
Wait here, but do not let her see.’ 

'Thou wast never afraid of me, Little Fro 5 ,’ said 
Mother Wolf, backing into the high grass, and blot¬ 
ting herself out, as she knew how. 

‘And now,’ said Mowgli cheerfully, as he swung 
into the hut again, 'they are all sitting round 1 luldeo, 
who is saying that which did not happen. W len his 
talk is finished, they say they will assuredly coi le here 
with the Red—with fire and bum you bod . And 
then?’ 

‘I have spoken to my man,’ said Messua. ‘K hanhi- 
wara is thirty miles from here, but at Khanhiw ara we 

may find the English-’ 

'^And what Pack are they?’ said Mowgli. 

‘I do not know. They be white, and it is said that 
they govern all the land, and do not suffer people to 
bum or beat each other without wimesses. If we can 
get thither to-night, we hve. Otherwise we die.’ 

‘Live, then. No man passes die gates to-night. But 
what does he do?’ Messua’s husband was on his hands 
and knees digging up the earth in one corner of the hut. 

‘It is his Uttle money,’ said Messua. ‘We can take 
nothing else.’ 

‘Ah, yes. The stuff that passes from hand to hand 
and never grows warmer. Do they need it outside 
this place also?’ said Mowgli. 

The man stared angrily. ‘He is a fool, and no devil,’ 
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he muttered. ‘With the money I can buy a horse. We 
are too bruised to walk far, and the village will follow 
us in an hour.’ 

‘ I say they will not follow till I choose; but a horse 
is well thought of, for Messua is tired.’ Her husband 
stood up and knotted the last of the rupees into his 
waist-cloth. Mowgli helped Messua through the 
window, and the cool night air revived her, but the 
Jungle in the starlight looked very dark and terrible. 

‘Ye know the trail to Khanhiwara?’ Mowgli 
whispered. 

They nodded. 

‘Good. Remember, now, not to be afraid. And 
there is no need to go quickly. Only—only there may 
be some small singing in the Jungle behind you and 
before.’ 

‘Think you we would have risked a night in the 
Jungle through anything less than the fear of burning? 
It is better to be killed by beasts than by men,’ said 
Messua’s husband; but Messua looked at Mowgli and 
smiled. 

‘I say,’ Mowgli went on, just as though he were 
Baloo repeating an old Jungle Law for the hundredth 
time to a foolish cub—‘I say that not a tooth in the 
Jungle is bared against you; not a foot in the Jungle is 
lifted against you. Neither man nor beast shall stay 
you till you come within eye-shot of Khanhiwara. 
There will be a watch about you.’ He turned quickly 
to Messua, saying, ‘He does not believe, but thou wilt 
beheve?’ 

‘Ay, surely, my son. Man, ghost, or wolf of the 
Jungle, I believe.’ 
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'He will be afraid when he hears my people sing¬ 
ing. Thou wilt know and understand. Go now, and 
slowly, for there is no need of any haste. The gates 
are shut.’ 

Messua flung herself sobbing at Mowgh’s feet, but 
he lifted her very quickly with a shiver. Then she hung 
about his neck and called him every name of blessing 
she could think of, but her husband looked em iously 
across his fields, and said: 'If we reach Khanliwara, 
and I get the ear of the EngUsh, I will bring mch a 
lawsuit against the llrahmin and old Buldeo a id the 
others as shall eat the village to the bone. The / shall 
pay me twice over for my crops untilled ai d my 
buffaloes unfed. I w;il have a great justice.’ 

Mowgli laughed. ‘I do not know what justice is, but 
—come next Rains and see what is left.’ 

They went off toward the Jungle, and Mothei Wolf 
leaped from her place of hiding. 

‘Follow!’ said Mowgh; ‘and look to it that all the 
Jungle knows these two are safe. Give tongue a little. 
I would call Bagheera.’ 

The long, low howl rose and fell, and Mowgli saw 
Messua’s husband flinch and turn, half minded to run 
back to the hut. 

‘Go on,’ Mowgli called cheerfully. ‘I said there 
might be singing. That call will follow up to Khanhi- 
wara. It is Favour of the Jungle.’ 

Messua urged her husband forward, and the dark¬ 
ness shut down on them and Mother Wolfas Bagheera 
rose up almost under Mowgli’s feet, trembling with 
delight of the night that drives the Jungle-People wild. 

‘I am ashamed of thy brethren,’ he said, purring. 
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‘What? Did they not sing sweetly to Buldeo?’ said 
Mowgh. 

‘Too well! Too well! They made even me forget 
my pride, and, by the Broken Lock that freed me, I 
went singing through the Jungle as though I were out 
wooing in the spring! Didst thou not hear us?’ 

‘I had other game afoot. Ask Buldeo if he liked the 
song. But where are the Four? I do not wish one of 
the Man-Pack to leave the gates to-night.’ 

‘What need of the Four, then?’ said Bagheera, 
shifting from foot to foot, his eyes ablaze, and purring 
louder than ever. ‘I can hold them. Little Brother. Is 
it k illin g at last? The singing and the sight of the men 
climbing up the trees have made me very ready. Who 
is Man that we should care for him—the naked brown 
digger, the hairless and toothless, the eater of earth? I 
have followed him all day—at noon—in the white sun¬ 
light. I herded him as the wolves herd buck. I am 
Bagheera! Bagheera! Bagheera! As I dance with my 
shadow, so danced I with those men. Look!’ The 
great panther leaped as a kitten leaps at a dead leaf 
whirling overhead, struck left and right into the 
empty air, that sang under the strokes, landed noise¬ 
lessly, and leaped again and again, while the half purr, 
half growl gathered head as steam rumbles in a boiler. 
‘I am Bagheera—^in the Jungle—in the night, and my 
strength is in me. Who shall stay my stroke? Man-cub, 
with one blow of my paw I could beat thy head flat 
as a dead frog in the summer!’ 

‘Strike, then!’ said Mowgli, in the dialect of the 
village, not the talk of the Jungle, and the human 
words brought Bagheera to a full stop, flung back on 
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haunches that quivered under him, his head just at the 
level of Mowgh’s. Once more Mowgh stared, as he 
had stared at the rebellious cubs, full into the beryl- 
green eyes till the red glare behind their green went 
out like the light of a Ughthouse shut off twenty miles 
across the sea; till the eyes dropped, and the big head 
with them—dropped lower and lower, and t^e red 
rasp of a tongue grated on Mowgh’s instep. 

‘Brother—Brother—Brother!’ the boy whijpered, 
stroking steadily and lightly from the neck alo ig the 
heaving back. ‘Be still, be still! It is the fault )f the 
night, and no fault of thine.’ 

‘It was the smells < «f the night,’ said Bagheer;^ peni¬ 
tently. ‘This air cries aloud to me. But how do ;t thou 
know?’ 

Of course the air round an Indian village is ull of 
all kinds of smells, and to any creature who does aearly 
all his thinking through his nose, smells are as madden¬ 
ing as music and drugs are to human beings. Mowgli 
gentled the panther tor a few minutes longer, and he 
lay down like a cat before a fire, his paws tucked under 
his breast, and his eyes half shut. 

‘Thou art of the Jungle and not of the Jungle,’ he 
said at last. ‘And I am only a black panther. But I love 
thee. Little Brother.’ 

‘They are very long at their talk under the tree,’ 
Mowgli said, without noticing the last sentence. 
‘Buldeo must have told many tales. They should come 
soon to drag the woman and her man out of the trap 
and put them into the Red Flower. They will find 
that trap sprung. Ho! ho 1’ 

‘Nay, listen,’ said Bagheera. ‘The fever is out of my 
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blood now. Let tbem find me tberel Lew would leave 
their houses after meeting me. It is not the first time 
I have been in a cage; and I do not think they will 
tie me with cords.’ 

‘Be wise, then,’ said MowgH, laughing; for he was 
beginning to feel as reckless as the panther, who had 
glided into the hut. 

‘Pah!’ Bagheera grunted. ‘This place is rank with 
Man, but here is just such a bed as they gave me to lie 
upon in the King’s cages at Oodeypore. Now I lie 
down.’ Mowgh heard the strings of the cot crack 
under the great brute’s weight. ‘By the Broken Lock 
that freed me, they will think they have caught big 
game! Come and sit beside me. Little Brother; we 
will give them “good hunting” together!’ 

‘No; I have another thought in my stomach. The 
Man-Pack shall not know what share I have in the 
sport. Make thine own hunt. I do not wish to see them.’ 

‘Be it so,’ said Bagheera. ‘Ah, now they come!’ 

The conference under the peepul-tree had been 
growing noisier and noisier, at the far end of the 
village. It broke in wild yells, and a rush up the street 
of men and women, waving clubs and bamboos and 
sickles and knives. Buldeo and the Brahmin were at 
the head of it, but the mob was close at their heels, 
and they cried: ‘The witch and the wizard! Let us see 
if hot coins will make them confess! Burn the hut 
over their heads! We will teach them to shelter wolf- 
devils ! Nay, beat them first! Torches! More torches! 
Buldeo, heat the gun-barrels!’ 

Here was some little difficulty with the catch of the 
door. It had been very firmly fastened, but the crowd 
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tore it away bodily, and the light of the torches 
streamed into the room where, stretched at full length 
on the bed, his paws crossed and Ughtly hung down 
over one end, black as the Pit, and terrible as a demon, 
was Bagheera. There was one half-minute of desperate 
silence, as the front ranks of the crowd clawed and 
tore their way back from the threshold, and n that 
minute Bagheera raised his head and ya\med— 
elaborately, careful!), and ostentatiously—as he would 
yawn when he wished to insult an equal. The 1 ringed 
lips drew back and up; the red tongue curb i; the 
lower jaw dropped and dropped till you coi Id see 
half-way down the hot gullet; and the giganti: dog¬ 
teeth stood clear to the pit of the gums till the { rang 
together, upper and under, with the snick ol steel¬ 
faced wards shootinhome round the edges of a safe. 
Next instant the street was empty; Bagheeia had 
leaped back through the window, and stcod at 
Mowgli’s side, while a yelling, screaming torrent 
scrambled and tumbled one over another in their 
panic haste to get to their own huts. 

‘They will not stir till day comes,’ said Bagheera 
quietly. ‘And now?’ 

The silence of the afternoon sleep seemed to have 
overtaken the village; but, as they listened, they could 
hear the sound of heavy grain-boxes being dragged 
over earthen floors and set down against doors. 
Bagheera was quite right; the village would not stir 
till daylight. Mowgli sat still, and thought, and his 
face grew darker and darker. 

‘What have I done?’ said Bagheera, at last, coming 
to his feet, fawning. 
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‘Nothing but great good. Watch them now till 
the day. I sleep.’ Mowgli ran off into the Jungle, 
and dropped like a dead man across a rock, and 
slept and slept the day round, and the night back 
again. 

When he waked, Bagheera was at his side, and there 
was a newly killed buck at his feet. Bagheera watched 
curiously while Mowgli went to work with his 
skinning-knife, ate and drank, and turned over with 
his chin in his hands. 

‘The man and the woman are come safe within 
eye-shot of Khanhiwara,’ Bagheera said. ‘Thy lair- 
mother sent the word back by Chil, the Kite. They 
found a horse before midnight of the night they were 
freed, and went very quickly. Is not that well?’ 

‘That is well,’ said Mowgli. 

‘And thy Man-Pack in the village did not stir till 
the sun was high this morning. Then they ate their 
food and ran back quickly to their houses.’ 

‘Did they, by chance, see thee?’ 

‘It may have been. I was rolling in the dust before 
the gate at dawn, and I may have made also some 
small song to myself. Now, Little Brother, there is 
nothing more to do. Come hunting with me and 
Baloo. He has new hives that he wishes to show, and 
we all desire thee back again as of old. Take off that 
look which makes even me afraid! The man and 
woman will not be put into the Red Flower, and all 
goes well in the Jungle. Is it not true? Let us forget the 
Man-Pack.’ 

‘They shall be forgotten in a little while. Where 
does Hathi feed to-night?’ 
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‘Where he chooses. Who can answer for the Silent 
One? But why? What is there Hathi can do which we 
cannot?’ 

‘Bid him and his three sons come here to me.’ 

‘But, indeed, and truly. Little Brother, it is not—it 
is not seemly to say “Come,” and “Go,” to Hathi. 
Remember, he is the Master of the Jungle, and l)efore 
the Man-Pack changed the look on thy face, he i aught 
thee the Master-Words of the Jungle.’ 

‘That is all one. I have a Master-Word for hin now. 
Bid him come to Mo wgli, the Frog: and if he dc es not 
hear at first, bid him come because of the Sack jf the 
Fields of Bhurtpore. ’ 

‘The Sack of the Fields of Bhurtpore,’ Baj heera 
repeated two or threi' times to make sure. ‘I go. Hathi 
can but be angry at the worst, and I would jjve a 
moon’s hunting to hear a Master-Word that compels 
the Silent One.’ 

He went away, leaving Mowgli stabbing furiously 
with his skinning-knife into the earth. Mowgli had 
never seen human blood in his Ufe before till he had 
seen, and—what meant much more to him—smelled 
Messua’s blood on the thongs that bound her. And 
Messua had been kind to him, and, so far as he knew 
anything about love, he loved Messua as completely 
as he hated the rest of mankind. But deeply as he 
loathed them, their talk, their cruelty, and their 
cowardice, not for anything the Jungle had to offer 
could he bring himself to take a human life, and have 
that terrible scent of blood back again in his nostrils. 
His plan was simpler, but much more thorough; 
and he laughed to himself when he thought that it 
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was one of old Buldeo’s tales told under the peepul- 
tree in the evening that had put the idea into his 
head. 

‘It was a Master-Word,’ Bagheera whispered in his 
ear. ‘They were feeding by the river, and they obeyed 
as though they were bullocks. Look where the) come 
now!’ 

Hathi and his three sons had arrived, in their usual 
way, without a sound. The mud of the river was still 
fresh on their flanks, and Hathi was thoughtfully 
chewing the green stem of a young plantain-tree that 
he had gouged up with his tusks. But every line in his 
vast body showed to Bagheera, who could see things 
when he came across them, that it was not the Master 
of the Jungle speaking to a Man-cub, but one who was 
afraid coming before one who was not. His three sons 
rolled side by side, behind their father. 

Mowgli hardly lifted his head as Hathi gave him 
‘Good hunting!’ He kept him swinging and rocking, 
and shifting from one foot to another, for a long time 
before he spoke; and when he opened his mouth it 
was to Bagheera, not to the elephants. 

‘I will tell a tale that was told to me by the hunter 
ye htmted to-day,’ said Mowgli. ‘It concerns an 
elephant, old and wise, who fell into a trap, and the 
sharpened stake in the pit scarred him from a little 
above his heel to the crest of his shoulder, leaving a 
white mark.’ Mowgli threw out his hand, and as 
Hathi wheeled the moonUght showed a long white 
scar on his slaty side, as though he had been struck with 
a red-hot whip. ‘Men came to take him from the trap,’ 
Mowgli continued, ‘but he broke his ropes, for he was 
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Strong, and went away till his wound was healed. 
Then came he, angry, by night to the fields of those 
hunters. And I remember now that he had three sons. 
These things happened many, many Rains ago, and 
very far away—among the fields of Bhurtpore. What 
came to those fields at the next reaping, Hathi?’ 

‘They were reaped by me and by my three sons,’ 
said Hathi. 

‘And to the ploughing that follows the rca )ing?’ 
said Mowgli. 

‘There was no ploughing,’ said Hathi. 

‘And to the men that live by the green crops ( n the 
ground?’ said Mowgii. 

‘They went away. 

‘And to the huts in which the men slept? said 
Mowgli. 

‘We tore the roofs to pieces, and the Jingle 
swallowed up the walls,’ said Hathi. 

‘And what more?’ said Mowgli. 

‘As much good ground as I can walk over in two 
nights from the east to the west, and from the north 
to the south as much as I can walk over in three nights, 
the Jungle took. We let in the Jungle upon five 
villages; and in those villages, and in their lands, the 
grazing-ground and the soft crop-grounds, there is 
not one man to-day who takes his food from the 
ground. That was the Sack of the Fields of Bhurt¬ 
pore, which I and my three sons did; and now I ask. 
Man-cub, how the news of it came to thee?’ said 
Hathi. 

‘A man told me, and now I see even Buldco can 
speak truth. It was well done, Hathi with the white 
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mark; but the second time it shall be done better, for 
the reason that there is a man to direct. Thou knowest 
the village of the Man-Pack that cast me out? They 
are idle, senseless, and cruel; they play with their 
mouths, and they do not kill the weaker for food, but 
for sport. When they are full-fed they would throw 
their own breed into the Red Flower. This I have seen. 
It is not well that they should live here any more. I 
hate them!’ 

‘Kill, then,’ said the youngest of Hathi’s three sons, 
picking up a tuft of grass, dusting it against his fore¬ 
legs, and throwing it away, while his little red eyes 
glanced furtively from side to side. 

‘What good are white bones to me?’ Mowgli 
answered angrily. ‘Am I the cub of a wolf to play in 
the sun with a raw head? I have killed Shere Khan, 
and his hide rots on the Council Rock; but—but I do 
not know whither Shere Khan is gone, and my 
stomach is still empty. Now I will take that which I 
can see and touch. Let in the Jungle upon that village, 
Hathi!’ 

Bagheera shivered, and cowered down. He could 
understand, if the worst came to the worst, a quick 
rush down the village street, and a right and left blow 
into a crowd, or a crafty killing of men as they 
ploughed in the twilight; but this scheme for deliber¬ 
ately blotting out an entire village from the eyes of 
man and beast frightened him. Now he saw why 
Mowgh had sent for Hathi. No one but the long-hved 
elephant could plan and carry through such a war. 

‘Let them run as the men ran from the fields of 
Bhurtpore, till we have the rain-water for the only 
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plough, and the noise of the rain on the thick leaves 
for the pattering of their spindles—till Bagheera and I 
lair in die house of the Brahmin, and the buck drink 
at the tank behind the temple! Let in the Jungle, 
Hathi!’ 

‘But I—but we have no quarrel with them, and it 
needs the red rage of great pain ere we tear doA\ n the 
places where men sleep,’ said Hathi doubtfully. 

‘Are ye the only eaters of grass in the Jungle? I )rive 
in your peoples. Let the deer and the pig an 1 the 
nilghai look to it. "V'e need never show a hand’s- 
breadth of hide till the fields are naked. Let i i the 
Jungle, Hathi!’ 

‘There will be no killing? My tusks were red : t the 
Sack of the Fields of Bhurtpore, and I would not vake 
that smell again.’ 

‘Nor 1.1 do not wish even their bones to lie o: i the 
clean earth. Let them go and find a fresh lair. They ' 
cannot stay here. I have seen and smelled the blood of 
the woman that gave me food—the woman whom 
they would have killed but for me. Only the smell of 
the new grass on their door-steps can take away that 
smell. It burns in my mouth. Let in thcjungle, Hathi 1’ 

‘Ah!’ said Hathi. ‘So did the scar of the stake burn 
on my hide till we watched the villages die under in 
the spring growth. Now I see. Thy war shall be our 
war. We will let in the Jungle 1’ 

Mowgli had hardly time to catch his breath—he 
was shaking aU over with rage and hate—before the 
place where the elephants had stood was empty, and 
Bagheera was looking at him with terror. 

‘By the Broken Lock that freed me I’ said the Black 


155 



THE JUNGLE BOOKS 

Panther at last. ‘Art thou the naked thing I spoke for 
in the Pack when all was young? Master of the Jungle, 
when my strength goes, speak for me—speak for 
Baloo—speak for us all! We are cubs before thee! 
Snapped twigs under foot! Fawns that have lost their 
doe!’ 

The idea of Bagheera being a stray fawn upset 
Mowgli altogether, and he laughed and caught his 
breath, and sobbed and laughed again, till he had to 
jump into a pool to make himself stop. Then he swam 
round and round, ducking in and out of the bars of 
the moonlight like a frog, his namesake. 

By this time Hathi and his three sons had turned, 
each to one point of the compass, and were striding 
silently down the valleys a mile away. They went on 
and on for two days’ march—that is to say, a long 
sixty miles—through the Jungle; and every step they 
took, and every wave of their trunks, was known and 
noted and talked over by Mang and Chil and the 
Monkey-People and all the birds. Then they began to 
feed, and fed quietly for a week or so. Hathi and his 
sons are like Kaa, the Rock Python. They never hurry 
till they have to. 

At the end of that time—and none knew who had 
started it—a rumour went through the Jungle that 
there was better food and water to be found in such- 
and-such a valley. The pig—who, of course, will go 
to the ends of the earth for a full meal—moved first 
by companies, scuffling over the rocks, and the deer 
followed, with the small wild foxes that live on the 
dead and dying of the herds; and the heavy-shouldered 
nilghai moved parallel with the deer, and the wild 
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buffaloes of the swamps came after the nilghai. The 
least little thing would have turned the scattered, 
straggling droves that grazed and sauntered and drank 
and grazed again; but whenever there was an alarm 
some one would rise up and soothe them. At one time 
it would be Ikki the Porcupine, fuU of news of good 
feed just a little farther on; at another Mang wou Id cry 
cheerily and flap down a glade to show it vs as all 
empty; or Baloo, his mouth full of roots, ^/ould 
shamble alongside a wavering line and half frij hten, 
half romp it clumsil\ back to the proper road. Very 
many creatures broke back or ran away o lost 
interest, but very many were left to go forwai d. At 
the end of another ten days or so the situation wa > this. 
The deer and the pi g and the nilghai were n iUing 
round and round in a circle of eight or ten miles 
radius, while the Eat^^rs of Flesh skirmished rou ad its 
edge. And the centre of that circle was the village, and 
round the village the crops were ripening, and in the 
crops sat men on what they call machans —platforms 
like pigeon-perches, made of sticks at the top of four 
poles—to scare away birds and other stealers. Then the 
deer were coaxed no more. The Eaters of Flesh were 
close behind them, and forced them forward and 
inward. 

It was a dark night when Hathi and his three sons 
slipped down from the Jungle, and broke off the poles 
of the machans with their trunks; they fell as a snapped 
stalk of hemlock in bloom falls, and the men that 
tumbled from them heard the deep gurgling of the 
elephants in their ears. Then the vanguard of the 
bewildered armies of the deer broke down and 
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flooded into the village grazing-grounds and the 
ploughed fields; and the sharp-hoofed, rooting wild 
pig came with them, and what the deer left the pig 
spoiled, and from time to time an alarm of wolves 
would shake the herds, and they woidd rush to and fro 
desperately, treading down the young barley, and 
cutting flat the banks of the irrigating channels. Before 
the dawn broke, the pressure on the outside of the 
circle gave way at one point. The Eaters of Flesh had 
fallen back and left an open path to die south, and 
drove upon drove of buck fled along it. Others, who 
were bolder, lay up in the thickets to finish their meal 
next night. 

But the work was practically done. When the 
villagers looked in the morning they saw their crops 
were lost. And that meant death if they did not get 
away, for they hved year in and year out as near to 
starvation as the Jungle was near to them. When the 
buffaloes were sent to graze the hungry brutes found 
that the deer had cleared the grazing-grounds, and so 
wandered into the Jungle and drifted off with their 
wild mates; and when twilight fell the three or four 
ponies that belonged to the village lay in their stables 
with their heads beaten in. Only Bagheera could have 
given those strokes, and only Bagheera would have 
thought of insolently dragging the last carcass to the 
open street. 

The villagers had no heart to make fires in the fields 
that night, so Hathi and his three sons went gleaning 
among what was left; and where Hathi gleans there 
is no need to follow. The men decided to live on their 
stored seed-corn until the Rains had fallen, and then to 
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take work as servants till they could catch up with the 
lost year; but as the grain-dealer was thinking of his 
well-filled crates of com, and the prices he would levy 
at the sale of it, Hathi’s sharp tusks were picking out 
the corner of his mud house, and smashing open the 
big wicker chest, leeped with cow-dung, where the 
precious stuff lay. 

When that last loss was discovered, it wa; the 
Brahmin’s turn to speak. He had prayed to his own 
Gods without answer. It might be, he said, that, 
unconsciously, the village had offended some o le of 
the Gods of the Jungle, for, beyond doubt, thej ingle 
was against them. So they sent for die head-m in of 
the nearest tribe of wandering Gonds—little, wisi, and 
very black hunters, hving in the deep Jungle, v hose 
fathers came of the oldest race in India—the abori ginal 
owners of the land. They made the Gond weL;ome 
with what they had, and he stood on one leg, his bow 
in his hand, and two or three poisoned arrows stuck 
through his top-knot, looking half afraid and half 
contemptuously at the anxious villagers and their 
ruined fields. They wished to know whether his Gods 
—the Old Gods—were angry with them, and what 
sacrifices should be offered. The Gond said nothing, 
but picked up a trail of the Karela, the vine that bears 
the bitter wild gourd, and laced it to and fro across the 
temple door in the face of the staring red Hindu 
image. Then he pushed with his hand in the open 
air along the road to Khanhiwara, and went back to 
his Jungle, and watched the Jungle-People drifting 
through it. He knew that when the Jungle moves only 
white men can hope to turn it aside. 


159 



THE JUNGLE BOOKS 

There was no need to ask his meaning. The wild 
gourd would grow where they had worshipped 
their God, and the sooner they saved themselves the 
better. 

But it is hard to tear a village from its moorings. 
They stayed on as long as any summer food was left 
to them, and they tried to gather nuts in the Jungle, 
but shadows with glaring eyes watched them, and 
rolled before them even at midday; and when they 
ran back afraid to their walls, on the tree-trunks they 
had passed not five minutes before the bark would be 
stripped and chiselled with the stroke of some great 
taloned paw. The more they kept to their village, the 
bolder grew the wild things that gambolled and 
bellowed on the grazing-grounds by the Waingunga. 
They had no time to patch and plaster the rear walls 
of the empty byres that backed on to the Jungle; the 
wild pig trampled them down, and the knotty-rooted 
vines hurried after and threw their elbows over the 
new-won ground, and the coarse grass bristled behind 
the vines Uke the lances of a goblin army following a 
retreat. The unmarried men ran away first, and carried 
the news far and near that the village was doomed. 
Who could fight, they said, against the Jungle, or the 
Gods of the Jungle, when tlie very village cobra had 
left his hole in the platform under the peepul-tree? So 
their litde commerce with the outside world shrunk 
as the trodden paths across the open grew fewer and 
fainter. At last the nightly trumpetings of Hathi and 
his three sons ceased to trouble them; for they had no 
more to be robbed of. The crop on the ground and the 
seed in the ground had been taken. The outlying 
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fields were already losing their shape, and it was time 
to throw themselves on the charity of the EngUsh at 
Khanhiwara. 

Native-fashion, they delayed their departure from 
one day to another till the first Rains caught them and 
the unmended roofs let in a flood, and the grazing- 
ground stood ankle-deep, and all life came on v ith a 
rush after the heat of the summer. Then they v aded 
out—men, women, and children—through the I lind- 
ing hot rain of the m<)ming, but turned natural y for 
one farewell look at their homes. 

They heard, as the last burdened family filed thr >ugh 
the gate, a crash of f .tiling beams and thatch b' hind 
the walls. They saw a shiny, snaky black trunk ifted 
for an instant, scattiring sodden thatch. It c isap- 
peared, and there was another crash, followed by a 
squeal. Hathi had been plucking off the roofs of the 
huts as you pluck water-hlies, and a rebounding beam 
had pricked him. He needed only this to unchain his 
full strength, for of all things in the Jungle the wild 
elephant enraged is the most wantonly destructive. He 
kicked backward at a mud wall that crumbled at the 
stroke, and, crumbling, melted to yellow mud under 
the torrent of rain. Then he wheeled and squealed, and 
tore through the narrow streets, leaning against the 
huts right and left, shivering the crazy doors, and 
crumpling up the eaves; while his three sons raged 
behind as they had raged at the Sack of the Fields of 
Bhurtpore. 

‘The Jungle will swallow these shells,’ said a quiet 
voice in the wreckage. ‘It is the outer wall that must 
lie down,’ and Mowgli, with the rain sluicing over 
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his bare shoulders and arms, leaped back from a wall 
that was settling like a tired buffalo. 

‘All in good time,’ panted Hathi. ‘Oh, but my tusks 
were red at Bhurtpore! To the outer wall, children! 
With the head! Together! Now!’ 

The four pushed side by side; the outer wall bulged, 
spht, and fell, and the villagers, dumb with horror, 
saw the savage, clay-streaked heads of the wreckers in 
the ragged gap. Then they fled, houseless and food¬ 
less, down the valley, as their village, shredded and 
tossed and trampled, melted behind them. 

A month later the place was a dimpled mound, 
covered with soft, green young stuff; and by the end 
of the Rains there was the roaring Jungle in full blast 
on the spot that had been under plough not six months 
before. 
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I will let loose against you the fleet-footed vines — 

I will call in the Jungle to stamp out your lines! 

The roofs shall fade before it. 

The house-beams shall fall, 

And the Karela, the bitter Karela, 

Shall cover it all! 

In the gates of these your councils my people shall si g. 

In the doors of these your garners the Bat-folk shall ling; 
And the snake shall be your watchman. 

By a hearthstone unswept; 

For the Karela, the bitter Karela, 

Shall fruit where ye slept! 

Ye shall not see my strikers; ye shall hear them and guess; 

By night, before the moon-rise, I will sendfor my cess. 
And the wolf shall be your herdsman 
By a landmark removed. 

For the Karela, the bitter Karela, 

Shall seed where ye loved! 

I will reap yourflelds before you at the hands of a host; 

Ye shall glean behind my reapers, for the bread that is lost; 
And the deer shall be your oxen 
By a headland untilled. 

For the Karela, the bitter Karela, 

Shall leaf where ye build! 
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I have untied against you the club-footed vines, 

I have sent in the Jungle to swamp out your lines! 
The trees—the trees are on you! 

The house-beams shall fall. 

And the Karela, the bitter Karela, 

Shall cover you all! 
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These are the Four that are never content, that have 
never been filled since the Dews began— 

Jacala’s mouth, and the glut of the Kite, and the hands 
of the Ape, and the eyes of Man. 

Jungle » 'aying. 

K aa, the big Rock Python, had changed his 
skin for perhaps the two-hundredth time si ice his 
birth; and Mowgh, who never forgot t lat he 
owed his life to Kaa for a night’s work at Cold Lairs, 
which you may perhaps remember, went tt con¬ 
gratulate him. Skin-changing always makes a snake 
moody and depresseil till the new skin begins t( shine 
and look beautiful. Kaa never made fun of M owgli 
any more, but accepted him, as the other Jangle- 
People did, for the Master of the Jungle, and brought 
him all the news that a python of his size would 
naturally hear. What Kaa did not know about the 
Middle Jungle, as they call it,—the Hfe that runs close 
to the earth or under it, the boulder, burrow, and the 
tree-bole hfe,—might have been written upon die 
smallest of his scales. 

That afternoon MowgU was sitting in the circle of 
Kaa’s great coils, fingering the flaked and broken old 
skin that lay all looped and twisted among the rocks 
just as Kaa had left it. Kaa had very courteously packed 
himself under Mowgh’s broad, bare shoulders, so that 
the boy was really resting in a Hving arm-chair. 

‘Even to the scales of the eyes it is perfect,’ said 
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Mowgli, under his breath, playing with the old skin. 
‘Strange to see the covering of one’s own head at one’s 
own feet!’ 

‘Ay, but I lack feet,’ said Kaa; ‘and since this is the 
custom of all my people, I do not find it strange. Does 
thy skin never feel old and harsh?’ 

‘Then go I and wash, Flathead; but, it is true, in the 
great heats I have wished I could slough my skin 
without pain, and run skinless.’ 

‘I wash, and also I take off my skin. How looks the 
new coat?’ 

Mowgli ran his hand down the diagonal checker- 
ings of the immense back. ‘The Turtle is harder- 
backed, but not so gay,’ he said judgmaticaUy. ‘The 
Frog, my name-bearer, is more gay, but not so hard. 
It is very beautiful to see—like the motthng in the 
mouth of a hly.’ 

‘It needs water. A new skin never comes to full 
colour before the first bath. Let us go bathe.’ 

‘I will carry thee,’ said Mowgli; and he stooped 
down, laughing, to lift the middle section of Kaa’s 
great body, just where the barrel was thickest. A man 
might just as well have tried to heave up a two-foot 
water-main; and Kaa lay still, puffmg with quiet 
amusement. Then the regular evening game began— 
the Boy in the flush of his great strength, and the 
Python in his sumptuous new skin, standing up one 
against the other for a wrestling match—a trial of eye 
and strength. Of course, Kaa could have crushed a 
dozen Mowghs if he had let himself go; but he played 
carefully, and never loosed one-tenth of his power. 
Ever since Mowgli was strong enough to endure a 
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little rough handling, Kaa had taught him this game, 
and it suppled his limbs as nothing else could. Some¬ 
times Mowgli would stand lapped almost to his 
throat in Kaa’s shifting coils, striving to get one arm 
free and catch him by the throat. Then Kaa would give 
way limply, and Mowgli, with both quick-moving 
feet, would try to cramp the purchase of that huge 
tail as it flung backward feeling for a rock or a st imp. 
They would rock to and fro, head to head, each vait- 
ing for his chance, till the beautiful, statue-like g roup 
melted in a whirl <'f black-and-yellow coils and 
strugghng legs and arms, to rise up again and again. 
‘Now! now! now!’ said Kaa, making feints wii i his 
head that even Mow.'li’s quick hand could not turn 
aside. ‘Look! I touch thee here. Little Brother! 1 lere, 
and here! Are thy hands numb? Here again!’ 

The game always entled in one way—with a stra ight, 
driving blow of the head that knocked the boy over 
and over. Mowgli could never learn the guard for that 
lightning lunge, and, as Kaa said, there was not the 
least use in trying. 

‘Good hunting!’ Kaa grunted at last; and Mowgli, 
as usual, was shot away half-a-dozen yards, gasping 
and laughing. He rose with his fingers full of grass, 
and followed Kaa to the wise snake’s pet bathing- 
place—a deep, pitchy-black pool surrounded with 
rocks, and made interesting by sunken tree-stumps. 
The boy slipped in. Jungle-fashion, without a 
sound, and dived across; rose, too, without a sound, 
and turned on his back, his arms behind his head, 
watching the moon rising above the rocks, and break¬ 
ing up her reflection in the water with his toes. Kaa’s 
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diamond-shaped head cut the pool like a razor, and 
came out to rest on Mowgh’s shoulder. They lay still, 
soaking luxuriously in the cool water. 

‘It is very good,’ said MowgU at last, sleepUy. ‘Now, 
in the Man-Pack, at this hour, as I remember, they 
laid them down upon hard pieces of wood in the 
inside of a mud-trap, and, having carefully shut out 
all the clean winds, drew foul cloth over their heavy 
heads and made evil songs through their noses. It is 
better in the Jungle.’ 

A hurrying cobra sUpped down over a rock and 
drank, gave them ‘Good hunting!’ and went away. 

‘Sssh!’ said Kaa, as though he had suddenly re¬ 
membered something. ‘So the Jungle gives thee all 
that thou hast ever desired. Little Brother?’ 

‘Not all,’ said MowgU, laughing; ‘else there would 
be a new and strong Shere Khan to kill once a moon. 
Now, I could kill with my own hands, asking no help 
of buffaloes. And also I have wished the sun to shine in 
the middle of the Rains, and the Rains to cover the sun 
in the deep of summer; and also I have never gone 
empty but I wished that I had killed a goat; and also 
I have never killed a goat but I wished it had been 
buck; nor buck but I wished it had been nilghai. But 
thus do we feel, aU of us.’ 

‘Thou hast no other desire?’ the big snake demanded. 

“What more can I wish? I have the Jungle, and the 
favour of the Jungle! Is there more anywhere between 
sunrise and sunset?’ 

‘Now, the Cobra said-’ Kaa began. 

‘What cobra? He that went away just now said 
nothing. He was hunting.’ 
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‘It was another.’ 

‘Hast thou many dealings with the Poison-People? 
I give them their own path. They carry death in the 
fore-tooth, and that is not good—for they are so small. 
But what hood is this thou hast spoken with?’ 

Kaa rolled slowly in the water like a steamer in a 
beam sea. ‘Three or four moons since,’ said he, ‘I 
hunted in Cold Lairs, which place thou hast nc t for¬ 
gotten. And the thing I hunted fled shrieking pj st the 
tanks and to that house whose side I once broke for 
thy sake, and ran into the ground.’ 

‘But the people of Cold Lairs do not li re in 
burrows.’ MowgH knew that Kaa was talking > tf the 
Monkey-People. 

‘This thing was n.)t living, but seeking to Uve,’ 
Kaa replied, with a quiver of his tongue. ‘He rai i into 
a burrow that led very far. I followed, and hiving 
killed, I slept. When I waked I went forward.* 

‘Under the earth?’ 

‘Even so, coming at last upon a White Hood [a 
white cobra], who spoke of things beyond my know¬ 
ledge, and showed me many things I had never before 
seen.’ 

‘New game? Was it good hunting?’ Mowgh turned 
quickly on his side. 

‘It was no game, and would have broken all my 
teeth; but the White Hood said that a man—he spoke 
as one that knew the breed—that a man would give 
the breath under his ribs for only the sight of those 
things.’ 

‘We will look,’ said Mowgh. ‘I now remember 
that I was once a man.’ 
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‘Slowly—slowly. It was haste killed the Yellow 
Snake that ate the sun. We two spoke together under 
the earth, and I spoke of thee, naming thee as a man. 
Said the White Hood (and he is indeed as old as the 
Jungle): “It is long since I have seen a man. Let him 
come, and he shall see all these things, for the least of 
which very many men would die.” ’ 

‘That must be new game. And yet the Poison- 
People do not tell us when game is afoot. They are 
an unfriendly folk.’ 

‘It is not game. It is—it is—I cannot say what it is.’ 

‘We will go there. I have never seen a White Hood, 
and I wish to see the other things. Did he kill them?’ 

‘They are all dead things. He says he is the keeper 
of them all.’ 

‘Ah! As a wolf stands above meat he has taken to 
his own lair. Let us go.’ 

Mowgli swam to bank, rolled on the grass to dry 
himself, and the two set off for Cold Lairs, the 
deserted city of which you may have heard. Mowgli 
was not the least afraid of the Monkey-People in those 
days, but the Monkey-People had the liveliest horror 
of Mowgli. Their tribes, however, were raiding in the 
Jungle, and so Cold Lairs stood empty and silent in 
the moonlight. Kaa led up to the ruins of the queens’ 
pavihon that stood on the terrace, shpped over the 
rubbish, and dived down the half-choked staircase 
that went underground from the centre of the 
pavilion. Mowgh gave the Snake’s Call,—‘We be of 
one blood, ye and I,’—and followed on his hands and 
knees. They crawled a long distance down a sloping 
passage that turned and twisted several times, and at 
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last came to where the root of some great tree, grow¬ 
ing thirty feet overhead, had forced out a soUd stone 
in the wall. They crept through the gap, and found 
themselves in a large vault, whose domed roof had 
been also broken away by tree-roots so that a few 
streaks of hght dropped down into the darkness. 

‘A safe lair,’ said Mowgh, rising to his firrr feet, 
‘but over-far to visit daily. And now what do wi; see?’ 

‘Am I nothing?’ said a voice in the middle < if the 
vault; and MowgH saw something white mo\e till, 
little by little, there stood up the hugest cobra 1 e had 
ever set eyes on—a creature nearly eight feet Ion;.;, and 
bleached by being in darkness to an old ivory-’ /hite. 
Even the spectacle-m irks of his spread hood had faded 
to faint yellow. His eyes were as red as rubie;, and 
altogether he was m(*st wonderful. 

‘Good hunting!’ said Mowgh, who carried his 
manners with his knit'e, and that never left him. 

‘What of the city?’ said the White Cobra, without 
answering the greeting. ‘What of the great, the walled 
city—the city of a hundred elephants and twenty 
thousand horses, and cattle past counting—the city of 
the King of Twenty Kings? I grow deaf here, and it is 
long since I heard their war-gongs.’ 

‘The Jungle is above our heads,’ said Mowgh. ‘I 
know only Hathi and his sons among elephants. 
Bagheera has slain all the horses in one village, and— 
what is a King?’ 

‘I told thee,’ said Kaa softly to the Cobra,—‘I told 
thee, four moons ago, that thy city was not.’ 

‘The city—the great city of the forest whose gates 
are guarded by the King’s towers—can never pass. 


173 



THE JUNGLE BOOKS 

They builded it before my father’s father came from 
the egg, and it shall endure when my son’s sons are 
as white as I! Salomdhi, son of Chandrabija, son of 
Viyeja, son of Yegasuri, made it in the days of Bappa 
Rawal. Whose cattle are ye?’ 

‘It is a lost trad,’ said Mowgli, turning to Kaa. ‘I 
know not his talk.’ 

‘Nor I. He is very old. Father of Cobras, there is 
only the Jungle here, as it has been since the beginning.’ 

‘Then who is he* said the White Cobra, ‘sitting 
down before me, unafraid, knowing not the name of 
the King, talking our talk through a man’s lips? Who 
is he with the knife and the snake’s tongue?’ 

‘Mowgli they call me,’ was the answer. ‘I am of the 
Jungle. The wolves are my people, and Kaa here is my 
brother. Father of Cobras, who art thou?’ 

‘I am the Warden of the King’s Treasure. Kurrun 
Raja budded the stone above me, in the days when 
my skin was dark, that I might teach death to those 
who came to steal. Then they let down die treasure 
through the stone, and I heard the song of the Brah¬ 
mins my masters.’ 

‘Umm!’ said Mowgh to himself. ‘I have dealt with 
one Brahmin already, in the Man-Pack, and—I know 
what I know. Evd comes here in a httle.’ 

‘Five times since I came here has the stone been 
hfted, but always to let down more, and never to take 
away. There are no riches like these riches—the 
treasures of a himdred kings. But it is long and long 
since the stone was last moved, and I think that my 
city has forgotten.’ 

‘There is no city. Look up. Yonder are roots of the 
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great trees tearing the stones apart. Trees and men do 
not grow together/ Kaa insisted. 

‘Twice and thrice have men found their way here/ 
the White Cobra answered savagely; ‘but they never 
spoke till I came upon them groping in the dark, and 
then they cried only a Uttle time. But ye come with 
hes, Man and Snake both, and would have me be Ueve 
the city is not, and that my wardship ends. Litt e do 
men change in the years. But I change never! Till 
the stone is hfted, and the Brahmins come town 
singing the songs that I know, and feed me with 
warm milk, and take me to the hght again, I- I— I, 
and no other, am the Warden of the King’s Trea ure I 
The city is dead, ye say, and here are the roo :s of 
the trees? Stoop down, then, and take what ye will. 
Earth has no treasure hke to these. Man witl the 
snake’s tongue, if thou canst go ahve by the way 
that thou hast entered at, the lesser Kings will be thy 
servants I’ 

‘Again the trail is lost,’ said Mowgh coolly. ‘Can 
any jackal have burrowed so deep and bitten tliis great 
White Hood? He is surely mad. Father of Cobras, I 
see nothing here to take away.’ 

‘By the Gods of the Sun and Moon, it is the mad¬ 
ness of death upon the boy!’ hissed the Cobra. ‘Before 
thine eyes close I will allow thee this favour. Look 
thou, and see what man has never seen before 1’ 

‘They do not well in the Jtmgle who speak to 
Mowgli of favours,’ said the boy, between his teeth; 
‘but the dark changes all, as I know. I will look, if 
that please thee.’ 

He stared with puckered-up eyes round die vault. 
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and then lifted up from the floor a handful of some¬ 
thing that glittered. 

‘Oho!’ said he. ‘This is like the stuff they play with 
in the Man-Pack: only this is yellow and the other was 
brown.’ 

He let the gold pieces fall, and moved forward. The 
floor of the vault was buried some five or six feet deep 
in coined gold and silver that had burst from the 
sacks it had been originally stored in, and, in the long 
years, the metal had packed and settled as sand packs 
at low tide. On it and in it, and rising through it, as 
wrecks hft through the sand, were jewelled elephant- 
howdahs of embossed silver, studded with plates of 
hammered gold, and adorned with carbuncles and 
turquoises. There were palanquins and litters for 
carrying queens, framed and braced with silver and 
enamel, with jade-handled poles and amber curtain- 
rings; there were golden candlesticks hung with 
pierced emeralds that quivered on the branches; there 
were studded images, five feet high, of forgotten gods, 
silver with jewelled eyes; there were coats of mail, 
gold inlaid on steel, and fringed with rotted and 
blackened seed-pearls; there were helmets, crested 
and beaded with pigeon’s-blood rubies; there were 
shields of lacquer, of tortoise-shell and rhinoceros- 
hide, strapped and bossed with red gold and set with 
emeralds at the edge; there were sheaves of diamond- 
hilted swords, daggers, and hunting-knives; there were 
golden sacrificial bowls and ladles, and portable altars 
of a shape that never sees the light of day; there 
were jade cups and bracelets; there were incense- 
burners, combs, and pots for perfume, henna, and eye- 
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powder, all in embossed gold; there were nose-rings, 
armlets, head-bands, finger-rings, and girdles past any 
counting; there were belts, seven fingers broad, of 
square-cut diamonds and rubies, and wooden boxes, 
trebly clamped with iron, from which the wood 
had fallen away in powder, showing the pile of uncut 
star-sapphires, opals, cat’s-eyes, sapphires, rubies, dia¬ 
monds, emeralds, and garnets within. 

The White Cobra was right. No mere m>ney 
would begin to pay the value of this treasure the 
sifted pickings of centuries of war, plunder, trade and 
taxation. The coins abme were priceless, leavinj out 
of count all the precious stones; and the dead w ;ight 
of the gold and sUver alone might be two or hree 
hundred tons. Every native ruler in India to-day, 1 ow- 
ever poor, has a hoard to which he is always ad( ing; 
and though, once in a long while, some enhghtened 
prince may send off forty or fifty bullock-cart loads 
of silver to be exchanged for Government securities, 
the bulk of them keep their treasure and the know¬ 
ledge of it very closely to themselves. 

But Mowgli naturally did not understand what 
these things meant. The knives interested him a little, 
but they did not balance so well as his own, and so 
he dropped them. At last he found something really 
fascinating laid on the front of a howdah half buried 
in the coins. It was a three-foot ankus, or elephant- 
goad—something like a small boat-hook. The top was 
one round, shining ruby, and eight inches of the handle 
below it were studded with rough turquoises close 
together, giving a most satisfactory grip. Below them 
was a rim of jade with a flower-pattern running round 
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it—only the leaves were emeralds, and the blossoms 
were rubies sunk in the cool, green stone. The rest 
of the handle was a shaft of pure ivory, while the 
point—the spike and hook—was gold-inlaid steel 
with pictures of elephant-catching; and the pictures 
attracted MowgU, who saw that they had something 
to do with his friend Hathi the Silent. 

The White Cobra had been following him closely. 

‘Is this not worth dying to behold?’ he said. ‘Have 
I not done thee a great favour?’ 

‘I do not understand,’ said Mowgli. ‘The things are 
hard and cold, and by no means good to eat. But this’ 
—^he hfted the ankus—‘I desire to take away, that I may 
see it in the sun. Thou sayest diey are all thine? Wilt 
thou give it to me, and I will bring thee frogs to eat?’ 

The White Cobra fairly shook with evil delight. 
‘Assuredly I will give it,’ he said. ‘All that is here I will 
give thee—till thou goest away.’ 

‘But I go now. This place is dark and cold, and I 
wish to take the thom-pointed thing to the Jungle.’ 

‘Look by thy foot! What is that there?’ 

Mowgh picked up something white and smooth. 
‘It is the bone of a man’s head,’ he said quietly. ‘And 
here are two more.’ 

‘They came to take the treasure away many years 
ago. I spoke to them in the dark, and they lay still.’ 

‘But what do I need of this that is called treasure? If 
thou wilt give me the ankus to take away, it is good 
hunting. If not, it is good hunting none the less. I 
do not fight widi the Poison-People, and I was also 
taught the Master-Word of thy tribe.’ 

‘There is but one Master-Word here. It is mine!’ 
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Kaa flung himself forward with blazing eyes. 
‘Who bade me bring the Man?’ he hissed. 

‘I surely,’ the old Cobra hsped. ‘It is long since I 
have seen Man, and this Man speaks our tongue.’ 

‘But there was no talk of killing. How can I go to 
the Jungle and say that I have led him to his death?’ 
said Kaa. 

‘I talk not of killing till the time. And as to thy 
going or not going, there is the hole in the wall. 
Peace, now, thou fat monkey-killer. I have but to 
touch thy neck, and the Jungle will know the< no 
longer. Never Man came here that went away ■ v^ith 
the breath under his ribs. I am the Warden of the 
Treasure of the King’s City!’ 

‘But, thou white worm of the dark, I tell thee d tere 
is neither king nor cit\ I The Jungle is all about isl’ 
cried Kaa. 

‘There is stiU the Treasure. But this can be done. 
Wait awhile, Kaa of the Rocks, and see the boy run. 
There is room for great sport here. Life is good. Run 
to and fro awhile, and make sport, boy!’ 

Mowgh put his hand on Kaa’s head quietly. 

‘The white thing has dealt with men of the Man- 
Pack until now. He does not know me,’ he whispered. 
‘He has asked for this hunting. Let him have it.’ 
Mowgh had been standing with the ankus held point 
down. He flung it from him quickly and it dropped 
crossways just behind the great snake’s hood, pinning 
him to the floor. In a flash, Kaa’s weight was upon the 
writhing body, paralysing it from hood to tail. The 
red eyes burned, and the six spare inches of the head 
struck furiously right and left. 
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‘Kill!’ said Kaa, as Mowgli’s hand went to his knife. 

‘No,’ he said, as he drew the blade; ‘I will never kill 
again save for food. But look you, Kaa!’ He caught 
the snake behind the hood, forced the mouth open 
with the blade of the knife, and showed the terrible 
poison-fangs of the upper jaw lying black and 
withered in the gum. The White Cobra had outhved 
his poison, as a snake will. 

‘Thuu [It is dried up],’^ said MowgU; and motion¬ 
ing Kaa away, he picked up the ankus, setting the 
White Cobra free. 

‘The King’s Treasure needs a new Warden,’ he said 
gravely. ‘Thuu, thou hast not done well. Run to and 
fro and make sport, Thuu!’ 

‘I am ashamed. Kill me!’ hissed the White Cobra. 

‘There has been too much talk of killing. We will 
go now. I take the thorn-pointed thing, Thuu, be¬ 
cause I have fought and worsted thee.’ 

‘See, then, that the thing does not kill thee at last. 
It is Death! Remember, it is Death! There is enough 
in that thing to kill the men of all my city. Not long 
wilt thou hold it. Jungle Man, nor he who takes it 
from thee. They will kill, and kill, and kill for its sake! 
My strength is dried up, but the ankus will do my 
work. It is Death! It is Death! It is Death!’ 

MowgU crawled out through the hole into the 
passage again, and the last that he saw was the White 
Cobra striking furiously with his harmless fangs at 
the stoUd golden faces of the gods that lay on the floor, 
and hissing, ‘It is Death!’ 

They were glad to get to the Ught of day once 

^ Literally, a rotted-out tree-stamp. 
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more; and when they were back in their own Jungle 
and Mowgh made the ankus gUtter in die morning 
Ught, he was almost as pleased as though he had found 
a bimch of new flowers to stick in his hair. 

‘This is brighter than Bagheera’s eyes/ he said 
dehghtedly, as he twirled the ruby. ‘I vnll show it to 
him; but what did the Thuu mean when he talk id of 
death?’ 

‘I cannot say. I am sorrowful to my tail’s tail that 
he felt not thy knife. There is always evil at I^old 
Lairs—above ground or below. But now I am hui gry. 
Dost thou hunt with me this dawn?’ said Kaa. 

‘No; Bagheera must see this thing. Good hunt ng!’ 
Mowgh danced off, flourishing the great ankus, and 
stopping from time to time to admire it, till he (ame 
to that part of the Jungle Bagheera chiefly used, and 
found him drinking after a heavy kill. MowgU told 
him all his adventures from beginning to end, and 
Bagheera sniffed at the ankus between whiles. When 
Mowgli came to the White Cobra’s last words, the 
Panther purred approvingly. 

‘Then the White Hood spoke the thing which is?’ 
Mowgh asked quickly. 

‘I was bom in the King’s cages at Oodeypore, and 
it is in my stomach that I know some little of Man. ■ 
Very many men would kill thrice in a night for the 
sake of that one big red stone alone.’ 

‘But the stone makes it heavy to the hand. My httle 
bright knife is better; and—see! the red stone is not 
good to eat. Then why would they kill?! 

‘Mowgh, go thou ^d sleep. Thou hast hved among 
men, and-’ 
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‘I remember. Men kill because they are not h unting; 
—^for idleness and pleasure. Wake again, Ba^eera. 
For what use was this thom-pointed thing made?’ 

Bagheera half opened his eyes—^he was very sleepy 
—with a maUcious twinkle. 

‘It was made by men to thrust into the head of the 
sons of Hathi, so that the blood should pour out. I 
have seen the like in the street of Oodeypore, before 
our cages. That thing has tasted the blood of many 
such as Hathi.’ 

‘But why do they thrust into the heads of elephants?’ 

‘To teach them Man’s Law. Having, neither claws 
nor teeth, men make these things—and-waC5.es,’ 

‘Always more blood when I come near, even to the 
things the Man-Pack have made,’ said Mowgh dis¬ 
gustedly. He was getting a little tired of the weight of 
the ankus. ‘If I had known this, I would not have taken 
it. First it was Messua’s blood on the thongs, and now 
it is Hathi’s. I will use it no more. Look!’ 

The ankus flew sparkling, and buried itself point 
down thirty yards away, between the trees. ‘So my 
hands are clean of Death,’ said Mowgh, rubbing his 
palms on the fresh, moist earth. ‘The Thuu said Death 
would follow me. He is old and white and mad.’ 

‘White or black, or death or life, I am going to 
sleep. Little Brother. I cannot hunt all night and howl 
all day, as do some folk.’ 

Bagheera went off to a hunting-lair that he knew, 
about two miles off. Mowgh made an easy way for 
himself up a convenient tree, knotted three or four 
creepers together, and in less time than it takes to tell 
was swinging in a hammock fifty feet above ground. 
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Though he had no positive objection to strong day¬ 
light, Mowgh followed the custom of his friends, and 
used it as Uttle as he could. When he waked among the 
very loud-voiced peoples that Hve in the trees, it was 
twilight once more, and he had been dreaming of the 
beautiful pebbles he had thrown away. 

‘At least I will look at the thing again,’ he sau , and 
sUd down a creeper to the earth; but Bagheeri was 
before him. Mowgli could hear him snuffing i ti the 
half-light. 

‘Where is the thoni-pointed thing?’ cried Me wgli. 

‘A man has taken it. Here is the trail.’ 

‘Now we shall see whether the Thuu spoke ruth. 
If the pointed thing is Death, that man will dit . Let 
us follow.’ 

‘Kill first,’ said Bagheera. ‘An empty stomach r lakes 
a careless eye. Men go very slowly, and the Jungle is 
wet enough to hold the fightest mark.’ 

They killed as soon as they could, but it was nearly 
three hours before they finished their meat and drink 
and buckled down to the trail. The Jungle-People 
know that nothing makes up for being hurried over 
your meals. 

‘Think you the pointed thing will turn in the man’s 
hand and kill him?’ Mowgli asked. ‘The Thuu said it 
was Death.’ 

‘We shall see when we find,’ said Bagheera, trotting 
with his head low. ‘It is single-foot’ (he meant that 
there was only one man), ‘and the weight of the thing 
has pressed his heel far into the ground.’ 

‘Hat/ This is as clear as summer lighming,’ Mowgli 
answered; and they fell into the quick, choppy trail- 
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trot in and out through the checkers of the moonlight, 
following the marks of those two bare feet. 

‘Now he runs swiftly,’ said Mowgh. ‘The toes are 
spread apart.’ They went on over some wet ground. 
‘Now why does he turn aside here?’ 

‘Wait!’ said Bagheera, and flung himself forward 
with one superb bound as far as ever he could. The 
first thing to do when a trail ceases to explain itself is 
to cast forward without leaving your own confusing 
footmarks on the ground. Bagheera turned as he 
landed, and faced Mowgli, crying: ‘Here comes an¬ 
other trail to meet him. It is a smaller foot, this second 
trail, and the toes turn inward.’ 

Then MowgH ran up and looked. ‘It is the foot of 
a Gond hunter,’ he said. ‘Look 1 Here he dragged his 
bow on the grass. That is why the first trail turned 
aside so quickly. Big Foot hid from Little Foot.’ 

‘That is true,’ said Bagheera. ‘Now, lest by crossing 
each other’s tracks we foul the signs, let each take 
one trail. I am Big Foot, Little Brother, and thou art 
Little Foot, the Gond.’ 

Bagheera leaped back to the original trail, leaving 
Mowgh stooping above the curious narrow track of 
the wild Uttle man of the woods. 

‘Now,’ said Bagheera, moving step by step along 
the chain of footprints, ‘I, Big Foot, turn aside 
here. Now I hide me behind a rock and stand still, 
not daring to shift my feet. Cry thy trail. Little 
Brother.’ 

‘Now I, Litde Foot, come to the rock,’ said MowgU, 
running up his trail. ‘Now I sit down under the rock, 
leaning upon my right hand, and resting my bow 
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between my toes. I wait long, for the mark of my feet 
is deep here.’ 

‘I also,’ said Bagheera, hidden behind the rock. ‘I 
wait, resting the end of the thom-pointed thing upon 
a stone. It slips, for here is a scratch upon the stone. 
Cry thy trail. Little Brother.’ 

‘One, two twigs and a big branch are broken h ;re,’ 
said Mowgli, in an undertone. ‘Now, how shall} cry 
that^ Ah! It is plain now. I, Little Foot, go a^ay 
making noises and tramplings so that Big Foot nay 
hear me.’ He moved away from the rock pace by )ace 
among the trees, his voice rising in the distance ss he 
approached a little cascade. ‘I—go—^far—away—’o— 
where — the — noise - of— falling — water — co /ers 
—my—^noise; and—^herc—^I—wait. Cry thy trail, B; gh- 
eera, Big Foot!’ 

The panther had been casting in every direction to 
see how Big Foot’s trail led away from behind the 
rock. Then he gave tongue:— 

‘I come from behind the rock upon my knees, 
dragging the thom-pointed thing. Seeing no one, I 
run. I, Big Foot, run swiftly. The trail is clear. Let each 
follow his own. I run!’ 

Bagheera swept on along the clearly marked trail, 
and Mowgh followed the steps of the Gond. For some 
time there was silence in the Jungle. 

‘Where art thou. Little Foot?’ cried Bagheera. 
MowgU’s voice answered him not fifty yards to the 
right. 

‘Um!’ said the panther, with a deep cough. ‘The 
two run side by side, drawing nearer!’ 

They raced on another half-mile, always keeping 
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about the same distance, till Mowgli, whose head was 
not so close to the ground as Bagheera’s, cried: ‘They 
have met. Good hunting—look! Here stood Little 
Foot, with his knee on a rock—and yonder is Big Foot 
indeed I’ 

Not ten yards in front of them, stretched across a 
pile of broken rocks, lay the body of a villager of the 
district, a long, small-feathered Gond arrow through 
his back and breast. 

‘Was the Thuu so old and so mad. Little Brother?’ 
said Bagheera gently. ‘Here is one death, at least.’ 

‘Follow on. But where is the drinker of elephant’s 
blood—the red-eyed thorn?’ 

‘Little Foot has it—perhaps. It is single-foot again 
now.’ 

The single trail of a light man who had been 
rurming quickly and bearing a burden on his left 
shoulder held on roimd a long, low spur of dried 
grass, where each footfall seemed, to the sharp eyes of 
the trackers, marked in hot iron. 

Neither spoke till the trail ran up to the ashes of a 
camp-fire hidden in a ravine. 

‘Again I’ said Bagheera, checking as though he had 
been turned into stone. 

The body of a little wizened Gond lay with its feet in 
the ashes, and Bagheera looked inquiringly at Mowgli. 

‘That was done with a bamboo,’ said the boy, after 
one glance. ‘I have used such a thing among the 
buffaloes when I served in the Man-Pack. The Father 
of Cobras—am sorrowful that I made a jest of him— 
knew the breed well, as I might have known. Said I 
hot that men kill for idleness?’ 
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‘Indeed, they killed for the sake of the red and blue 
stones,’ Bagheera answered. ‘Remember, I was in the 
King’s cages at Oodeypore.’ 

‘One, two, three, four tracks,’ said Mowgh, stoop¬ 
ing over the ashes. ‘Four tracks of men with shod feet. 
They do not go so quickly as Gonds. Now, what evil 
had the little woodman done to them? See, they 
talked together, all five, standing up, before they 
killed him. Bagheera, let us go back. My stom; ch is 
heavy in me, and yet it heaves up and down lixie an 
oriole’s nest at the eml of a branch.’ 

‘It is not good hunting to leave game afoot. Fol ow!’ 
said the panther. ‘These eight shod feet have not gone 
far.’ 

No more was said f )r fully an hour, as they w( rked 
up the broad trail of the four men with shod fee:. 

It was clear, hot daylight now, and Bagheera said, 
‘I smell smoke.’ 

‘Men are always more ready to eat than to run,’ 
Mowgli answered, trotting in and out between the 
low scrub bushes of the new Jungle they were explor¬ 
ing. Bagheera, a little to his left, made an indescribable 
noise in his throat. 

‘Here is one that has done with feeding,’ said he. A 
tumbled bundle of gay-coloured clothes lay under a 
bush, and round it was some spilt flour. 

‘That was done by the bamboo again,’ said Mowgh. 
‘See! that white dust is what men eat. They have taken 
the kill from this one,—he carried their food,—and 
given him for a kill to Chil, the Kite.’ 

‘It is the third,’ said Bagheera. 

‘I will go with new, big frogs to the Father of 
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Cobras, and feed him fat,’ said Mowgli to himself. 
‘The drinker of elephant’s blood is Death himself— 
but still I do not understand!’ 

‘Follow!’ said Bagheera. 

They had not gone half a mile farther when they 
heard Ko, the Crow, singing the death-song in the 
top of a tamarisk under whose shade three men were 
lying. A half-dead fire smoked in the centre of the 
circle, imder an iron plate which held a blackened and 
burned cake of unleavened bread. Close to the fire, 
and blazing in the sunshine, lay the ruby-and-tur- 
quoise ankus. 

‘The thing works quickly; all ends here,’ said 
Bagheera. ‘How did these die, Mowgli? There is no 
mark on any.’ 

A Jungle-dweller gets to leam by experience as 
much as many doctors know of poisonous plants and 
berries. Mowgli sniffed the smoke that came up from 
the fire, broke off a morsel of the blackened bread, 
tasted it, and spat it out again. 

‘Apple of Death,’ he coughed. ‘The first must have 
made it ready in the food for these, who killed him, 
having first killed the Gond.’ 

‘Good hunting, indeed! The kills foUow close,’ said 
Bagheera. 

‘Apple of Death’ is what the Jungle call thorn-apple 
or dhatura, the readiest poison in all India. 

‘What now?’ said the panther. ‘Must thou and I kill 
each other for yonder red-eyed slayer?’ 

‘Can it speak?’ said Mowgh in a whisper. ‘Did I do 
it a wrong when I threw it away? Between us two it 
can do no wrong, for we do not desire what men 
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desire. If it be left here, it will assuredly continue to 
kill men one after another as fast as nuts fall in a high 
wind. I have no love to men, but even I would not 
have them die six in a night.’ 

‘What matter? They are only men. They killed one 
another, and were well pleased,’ said Bagheera. ‘That 
first little woodman hunted well.’ 

‘They are cubs none the less; and a cub will d ‘own 
himself to bite the moon’s Ught on the water The 
fault was mine,’ said MowgU, who spoke as tb augh 
he knew all about everything. ‘I will never again >ring 
into the Jungle strange things—^not though they be as 
beautiful as flowers. This’—^he handled the -nkus 
gingerly—‘goes back to the Father of Cobras But 
first we must sleep, .md we cannot sleep near these 
sleepers. Also we muse bury him, lest he run awa r and 
kill another six. Dig me a hole under that tree.’ 

‘But, Little Brother,’ said Bagheera, moving «>ff to 
the spot, ‘I tell thee it is no fault of the blood-drinker. 
The trouble is .with the men.* 

‘All one,’ said Mowgli ^I5rg the hole deep. When 
we wake I will take him up and carry him back.’ 

Two nights later, as the White Cobra sat mourning 
in the darkness of the vault, ashamed, and robbed, and 
alone, the turquoise ankus whirled through the hole 
in the wall, and clashed on the floor of golden coins. 

‘Father of Cobras,’ said MowgU (he was careful to 
keep the other side of the wall), ‘get thee a young and 
ripe one of thine own people to help thee guard the 
King’s Treasure, so that no man may come away aUve 
any more.’ 
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‘ Ah-ha! It returns, then. I said the thing was Death. 
How comes it that thou art still aUve?’ the old Cobra 
mumbled, twining lovingly round the ankus-haft. 

‘By the Bull that bought me, I do not know! That 
thing has killed six times in a night. Let him go out no 
more.’ 



THE SONG OF THE LITTLE HUNTER 


Ere Mao the Peacock flutters, ere the Monkey-People cry, 
Ere Chil the Kite swoops down a furlong sheer. 

Through the Jungle very softly flits a shadow and a sigh— 
He is Fear, O Little Hunter, he is Fear! 

Very softly down the glade runs a waiting, watching si lade. 
And the whisper spreads and widens far and near; 

And the sweat is on thy brow, for he passes even nou — 
He is Fear, O Little Hunter, he is Fear! 

Ere the moon has climbed the mountain, ere the rock are 
ribbed with light. 

When the downward-dipping trails are dank and d ear. 
Comes a breathing hard behind thee —snuffle-sniffle 
through the night — 

It is Fear, O Little Hunter, it is Fear! 

On thy knees and draw the bow; bid the shrilling arrow go; 

In the empty, mocking thicket plunge the spear; 

But thy hands are loosed and weak, and the blood has left 
thy cheek — 

It is Fear, O Little Hunter, it is Fear! 

When the heat-cloud sucks the tempest, when the slivered 
pine-trees fall. 

When the blinding, blaring rain-squalls lash and veer; 
Through the war-gongs of the thunder rings a voice more 
loud than all — 

It is Fear, O Little Hunter, it is Fear! 
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Now the spates are banked and deep; now the footless 
boulders leap — 

Now the lightning shows each littlest leaf-rib clear — 

But thy throat is shut and dried, and thy heart against thy 
side 

Hammers: Fear, O Little Hunter—this is Fear! 
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For our white and our excellent nights—for the nights 
of swift running, 

Fair ranging, far seeing, good hunting, sure 
cunning! 

For the smells of the dawning, untainted, ere dev ' has 
departed 1 

For the rush through the mist, and the quarry b ind- 
started 1 

For the cry of our mates when the sambhui has 
wheeled and is standing at bay! 

For the risk and the riot of night! 

For the sleep at the lair-mouth by day I 
It is met, and we go to the fight! 

Bay! O Bay! 

I T WAS AFTER the letting-in of the Jungle that the 
pleasantest part of Mowgh’s life began. He had the 
good conscience that comes from paying debts; all 
the Jungle was his friend, and just a little afraid of him. 
The things that he did and saw and heard when he 
was wandering from one people to another, with or 
without his four companions, would make many, 
many stories, each as long as this one. So you will 
never be told how he met the Mad Elephant of 
Mandla, who killed two-and-twenty bullocks draw¬ 
ing eleven carts of coined silver to the Government 
Treasury, and scattered the shiny rupees in the dust; 
how he fought Jacala, the Crocodile, all one long 
night in the Marshes of the North, and broke his 


195 



THE JUNGLE BOOKS 

skinning-knife on the brute’s back-plates; how he 
found a new and longer knife round the neck of a 
man who had been killed by a wild boar, and how 
he tracked that boar and killed him as a fair price for 
the knife; how he was caught up once in the Great 
Famine, by the moving of the deer, and nearly crushed 
to death in the swaying hot herds; how he saved 
Hathi the Silent from being once more trapped in a 
pit with a stake at the bottom, and how, next day, 
he himself fell into a very cunning leopard-trap, and 
how Hathi broke the thick wooden bars to pieces 
above him; how he milked the wild buffaloes in the 
swamp, and how- 

But we must tell one tale at a time. Father and 
Mother Wolf died, and Mowgli rolled a big boulder 
against the mouth of their cave, and cried the Death 
Song over them; Baloo grew very old and stiff, and 
even Bagheera, whose nerves were steel and whose 
muscles were iron, was a shade slower on the kill than 
he had been. Akela turned from grey to milky white 
with pure age; his ribs stuck out, and he walked as 
though he had been made of wood, and Mowgh killed 
for him. But the young wolves, the children of the 
disbanded Seeonee Pack, throve and increased, and 
when there were about forty of them, masterless, full¬ 
voiced, clean-footed five-year-olds, Akela told them 
that they ought to gather themselves together and 
follow the Law, and run under one head, as befitted 
the Free People. 

This was not a question in which Mowgli con¬ 
cerned himself, for, as he said, he had eaten sour fruit, 
and he knew the tree it hung from; but when Phao, 

196 



RED DOG 


son of Phaona (his father was the Grey Tracker in 
the days of Akela’s headship), fought his way to the 
leadership of the Pack, according to the Jungle Law, 
and the old calls and songs began to ring under the 
stars once more, Mowgli came to the Council Rock 
for memory’s sake. When he chose to speak the Pack 
waited till he had finished, and he sat at Akela’: side 
on the rock above Phao. Those were days of >ood 
hunting and good sleeping. No stranger cand to 
break into the Jungles that belonged to Moi'igli’s 
people, as they called the Pack, and the young w >lves 
grew fat and strong, and there were many cu )s to 
bring to the Looking-over. Mowgli always atte ided 
a Looking-over, remembering the night when a 1 'lack 
panther bought a naked brown baby into the Tack, 
and the long call, ‘Look, look well, O Wolves,’ i lade 
his heart flutter. Otherwise, he would be far away in 
the Jungle with his four brothers, tasting, touching, 
seeing, and feeling new things. 

One twilight when he was trotting leisurely across 
the ranges to give Akela the half of a buck that he had 
killed, while the Four jogged behind him, sparring a 
little, and tumbling one another over for joy of being 
alive, he heard a cry that had never been heard since 
the bad days of Shere Khan. It was what they call in 
tlie Jungle the pheeal, a hideous kind of shriek that the 
jackal gives when he is hunting behind a tiger, or 
when there is a big killing afoot. If you can imagine 
a mixture of hate, triumph, fear, and despair, with a 
kind of leer running through it, you will get some 
notion of the pheeal that rose and sank and wavered 
and quavered far away across the Waingunga. The 
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Four Stopped at once, bristling and growling. 
Mowgli’s hand went to his knife, and he checked, the 
blood in his face, his eyebrows knotted. 

‘There is no Striped One dare kill here,’ he said. 

‘That is not the cry of the Forerunner,’ answered 
Grey Brother. ‘It is some great killing. Listen!’ 

It broke out again, half sobbing and half chuckling, 
just as though the jackal had soft human lips. Then 
Mowgli drew deep breath, and ran to the Council 
Rock, overtaking on his way hurrying wolves of the 
Pack. Phao and Akela were on the Rock together, and 
below them, every nerve strained, sat the others. The 
mothers and the cubs were cantering olf to their lairs; 
for when the pheeal cries it is no time for weak things 
to be abroad. 

They could hear nothing except the Waingunga 
rushing and gurgling in the dark, and the light evening 
winds among the tree-tops, till suddenly across the 
river a wolf called. It was no wolf of the Pack, for they 
were all at the Rock. The note changed to a long, 
despairing bay; and ‘Dhole!’ it said, ‘Dhole! dhole! 
dhole!’ They heard tired feet on the rocks, and a gaunt 
wolf, streaked with red on his flanks, his right fore¬ 
paw useless, and his jaws white with foam, flung 
himself into the circle and lay gasping at Mowgh’sfeet. 

‘Good hunting! Under whose Headship?’ said 
Phao gravely. 

‘Good hunting! Won-toUa am I,’ was the answer. 
He meant that he was a solitary wolf, fending for 
himself, his mate, and his cubs in some lonely lair, as 
do many wolves in the south. Won-tolla means an 
Outlier—one who lies out from any Pack. Then he 
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panted, and they could see his heart-beats shake him 
backward and forward, 

‘What moves?’ said Phao, for that is the question 
all the Jungle asks after the pheeal cries, 

‘The dhole, the dhole of the Dekkan—^Red Dog, the 
Killer! They came north from the south saying the 
Dekkan was empty and killing out by the way, Vhen 
this moon was new there were four to me—my mate 
and three cubs. She would teach them to kill c n the 
grass plains, hiding to drive the buck, as we dc who 
are of the open. At midnight I heard them tog ;ther, 
full tongue on the trail. At the dawn-wind IJ ound 
them stiff in the grass—^four. Free People, four vhen 
this moon was new. Then sought I my Blood- light 
and found the dhole.’ 

‘How many?’ said Mowgli quickly; the Pack 
growled deep in their throats. 

‘I do not know. Three of them will kill no more, 
but at the last they drove me like the buck; on my 
three legs they drove me. Look, Free People 1’ 

He thrust out his mangled fore-foot, all dark with 
dried blood. There were cruel bites low down on his 
side, and his throat was tom and worried. 

‘Eat,’ said Akela, rising up from the meat Mowgli 
had brought him, and the Outlier flung himself on it. 

‘This shall be no loss,’ he said humbly, when he had 
taken off the first edge of his hunger. ‘Give me a little 
strength. Free People, and I also will kill. My lair is 
empty that was full when this moon was new, and 
the Blood Debt is not all paid.’ 

Phao heard his teeth crack on a haunch-bonc and 
grunted approvingly. 
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‘We shall need those jaws,’ said he. ‘Were there cubs 
with the dhole?’ 

‘Nay, nay. Red Himters all: grown dogs of their 
Pack, heavy and strong for all that they eat lizards in 
the Dekkan.’ 

What Won-tolla had said meant that the dhole, the 
red hunting-dog of the Dekkan, was moving to kill, 
and the Pack knew well that even the tiger will sur¬ 
render a new kill to the dhole. They drive straight 
through the Jungle, and what they meet they pull 
down and tear to pieces. Though they are not as big 
nor half as cunning as the wolf, they are very strong 
and very numerous. The dhole, for instance, do not 
begin to call themselves a pack till they are a hundred 
strong; whereas forty wolves make a very fair pack 
indeed. Mowgh’s wanderings had taken him to the 
edge of the high grassy downs of the Dekkan, and he 
had seen the fearless dholes sleeping and playing and 
scratching themselves in the little hollows and tus¬ 
socks that they use for lairs. He despised and hated 
them because they did not smell hke the Free People, 
because they did not live in caves, and, above all, 
because they had hair between their toes while he and 
his friends were clean-footed. But he knew, for Hathi 
had told him, what a terrible thing a dhole hunting- 
pack was. Even Hathi moves aside from their line, and 
until they are killed, or till game is scarce, they will go 
forward. 

Akela knew something of the dholes, too, for he said 
to Mowgh quietly: ‘It is better to die in a Full Pack 
than leaderless and alone. This is good hunting, and— 
my last. But, as men live, thou hast very many more 
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nights and days, Little Brother. Go north and lie 
down, and if any Uve after the dhole has gone by he 
shall bring thee word of the fight.’ 

‘Ah,’ said Mowgli, quite gravely, ‘must I go to the 
marshes and catch little fish and sleep in a tree, or must 
I ask help of the Bandar-log and crack nuts, while the 
Pack fight below?’ 

‘It is to the death,’ said Akela. ‘Thou hast never met 
the dhole—the Red Killer. Even the Striped One —’ 

*AowaI Aowa!' said Mowgli pettingly. ‘I have k Jled 
one striped ape, and sure am I in my stomach that 
Shere Khan would ha\ e left his own mate for me it to 
the dhole if he had winded a pack across three rai ges. 
Listen now: There w.is a wolf, my father, and Here 
was a wolf, my mother, and there was an old .jrey 
wolf (not too wise: he is white now) was my fither 
and my mother. Therefore I—’ he raised his voi( e, ‘I 
say that when the dhole come, and if the dhole come, 
Mowgli and the Free People are of one skin for that 
hunting; and I say, by the Bull that bought me—by 
the Bull Bagheera paid for me in the old days which 
ye of the Pack do not remember —I say that the Trees 
and the River may hear and hold fast if I forget; I say 
that this my knife shall be as a tooth to the Pack—and 
I do not think it is so blunt. This is my Word which 
has gone from me.’ 

‘Thou dost not know the dhole, man with a wolf’s 
tongue,’ said Won-tolla. ‘I look only to clear the 
Blood Debt against them ere they have me in many 
pieces. They move slowly, killing out as they go, but 
in two days a little strength will come back to me and 
I turn again for the Blood Debt. But for ye. Free 
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People, my word is that ye go north and eat but little 
for a while till the dhole are gone. There is no meat 
in this hunting.’ 

‘Hear the Outher!’ said Mowgli with a laugh. ‘Free 
People, we must go north and dig lizards and rats 
from the bank, lest by any chance we meet the dhole. 
He must kill out our hunting-grounds, while we he 
hid in the north till it please him to give us our own 
again. He is a dog—and the pup of a dog—red, yellow- 
belhed, lairless, and haired between every toe! He 
counts his cubs six and eight at the litter, as though he 
were Chikai, the little leaping rat. Surely we must run 
away. Free People, and beg leave of the peoples of the 
north for the offal of dead cattle! Ye know the saying: 
“North are die vermin; south are the lice. We are the 
Jungle.” Choose ye, O choose. It is good hunting I 
iFor the Pack—for the Full Pack—for the lair and the 
litter; for the in-kill and the out-kill; for the mate that 
drives the doe and the Htde, little cub within the cave; 
it is met!—it is met!—it is met!’ 

The Pack answered with one deep, crashing bark 
that sounded in the night like a big tree falling. ‘It is 
met!’ they cried. 

‘Stay with these,’ said Mowgli to the Four. ‘We 
shall need every tooth. Phao and Akela must make 
ready the battle. I go to count the dogs.’ 

‘It is death 1’ Won-tolla cried, half rising. ‘What can 
such a hairless one do against the Red Dog? Even the 
Striped One, remember-’ 

‘Thou art indeed an Outlier,’ Mowgli called back; 
‘but we will speak when the dholes are dead. Good 
hunting all I’ 
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He hurried off into the darkness, wild with excite¬ 
ment, hardly looking where he set foot, and the 
natural consequence was that he tripped full length 
over Kaa’s great coils where the python lay watching 
a deer-path near the river. 

*Kssha!' said Kaa angrily. ‘Is this Jungle-work, to 
stamp and tramp and undo a night’s hunting—tvhen 
the game are moving so well, too?’ 

‘The fault was mine,’ said Mowgli, picking hii nself 
up. ‘Indeed I was seeking thee, Flathead, but each time 
we meet thou art longer and broader by the leng h of 
my arm. There is none like thee in the Jungle, vise, 
old, strong, and most beautiful Kaa.’ 

‘Now whither does this trail lead?’ Kaa’s voice was 
gentler. ‘Not a moon since there was a Manling with 
a knife threw stones at my head and called me bad 
little tree-cat names, because I lay asleep in the o jen.’ 

‘Ay, and turned every driven deer to all the winds, 
and Mowgli was hunting, and this same Flathead was 
too deaf to hear his whistle, and leave the deer-roads 
free,’ Mowgli answered composedly, sitting down 
among the painted coils. 

‘Now this same Manling comes with soft, tickling 
words to this same Flathead, telling him that he is wise 
and strong and beautiful, and this same old Flathead 
believes and makes a place, thus, for this same stone¬ 
throwing Manling, and-Art thou at ease now? 

Could Bagheera give thee so good a resting-place?’ 

Kaa had, as usual, made a sort of soft half-hammock 
of himself under Mowgli’s weight. The boy reached 
out in the darkness, and gathered in the supple cable¬ 
like neck till Kaa’s head rested on his shoulder, and 
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then he told him all that had happened in the Jungle 
that night. 

‘Wise I may be/ said Kaa at the end; ‘but deaf I 
surely am. Else I should have heard the pheeal. Small 
wonder the Eaters of Grass are uneasy. How many be 
the dhole?’ 

‘I have not yet seen. I came hot-foot to thee. Thou 
art older than Hathi. But oh, Kaa,’—here Mowgli 
wriggled with sheer joy,—‘it will be good hunting. 
Few of us will see another moon.’ 

‘Dost thou strike in this? Remember thou art a Man; 
and remember what Pack cast thee out. Let the Wolf 
look to the Dog. Thou art a Man.’ 

‘Last year’s nuts are this year’s black earth,’ said 
Mowgli. ‘It is true that I am a Man, but it is in my 
stomach that this night I have said that I am a Wolf. 
I called the River and the Trees to remember. I am of 
the Free People, Kaa, till the dhole has gone by.’ 

‘Free People,’ Kaa grunted. ‘Free thieves! And thou 
hast tied thyself into the death-knot for the sake of the 
memory of the dead wolves? This is no good hunting.’ 

‘It is my Word which I have spoken. The Trees 
know, the River knows. Till the dhole have gone by 
my Word comes not back to me.’ 

‘Ngssh! This changes all trails. I had thought to take 
thee away with me to the northern marshes, but the 
Word—even the Word of a little, naked, hairless 
Manling—^is the Word. Now I, Kaa, say ’ 

‘Think well, Flathead, lest thou tie thyself into the 
death-knot also. I need no Word from thee, for well 
I know-’ 

‘Be it so, then,’ said Kaa. ‘I will give no Word; 
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but what is in thy stomach to do when the dhole 
come?’ 

‘They must swim the Waingunga. I thought to 
meet them with my knife in the shallows, the Pack 
behind me; and so stabbing and thrusting, we a little 
might turn them downstream, or cool their throats.’ 

‘The dhole do not turn and their throats are hot,’ 
said Kaa. ‘There will be neither Manling nor Wolf- 
cub when that hunting is done, but only dry be nes.’ 

‘Alala! If we die, wc die. It will be most good bunt¬ 
ing. But my stomach is young, and I have not seen 
many Rains. I am not wise nor strong. Hast tl ou a 
better plan, Kaa?’ 

‘I have seen a hundred and a hundred Rains Ere 
Hathi cast his milk-tushes my trail was big in the lust. 
By the First Egg, I am older than many trees, tnd I 
have seen all that the Jungle has done.’ 

‘But this is new hunting,’ said Mowgli. ‘Never 
before have the dhole crossed our trail.’ 

‘What is has been. What will be is no more than a 
forgotten year striking backward. Be still while t 
count those my years.’ 

For a long hour Mowgli lay back among the coils, 
while Kaa, his head motionless on the ground, thought 
of all that he had seen and known since the day he 
came from the egg. The light seemed to go out of his 
eyes and leave them like stale opals, and now and 
again he made little stiff passes with his head, right and 
left, as though he were hunting in his sleep. Mowgli 
dozed quietly, for he knew that there is nothing like 
sleep before hunting, and he was trained to take it at 
any hour of the day or night. 
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Then he felt Kaa’s back grow bigger and broader 
below him as the huge python puffed himself out, 
hissing with the noise of a sword drawn from a steel 
scabbard. 

‘I have seen all the dead seasons,’ Kaa said at last, 
‘and the great trees and the old elephants, and the 
rocks that were bare and sharp-pointed ere the moss 
grew. Art thou still alive, Manling?’ 

‘It is only a Uttle after moonset,’ said MowgH. ‘I do 
not understand-’ 

*Hssh! I am again Kaa. I knew it was but a little 
time. Now we will go to the river, and I will show 
thee what is to be done against the dhole.’ 

He turned, straight as an arrow, for the main stream 
of the Waingunga, plunging in a httle above the pool 
that hid the Peace Rock, Mowgli at his side. 

‘Nay, do not swim. I go swiftly. My back. Little 
Brother.’ 

Mowgh tucked his left arm round Kaa’s neck, 
dropped his right close to his body, and straightened 
his feet. Then Kaa breasted the current as he alone 
could, and the ripple of the checked water stood up in 
a frill round Mowgli’s neck, and his feet were waved 
to and fro in the eddy under the python’s lashing sides. 
A mile or two above the Peace Rock the Waingunga 
narrows between a gorge of marble rocks from eighty 
to a hundred feet high, and the current runs like a mill- 
race between and over all manner of ugly stones. But 
Mowgh did not trouble his head about the water; 
little water in the world could have given him a 
moment’s fear. He was looking at the gorge on either 
side and sniffmg uneasily, for there was a sweetish- 
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sourish smell in the air, very like the smell of a big 
ant-hill on a hot day. Instinctively he lowered himself 
in the water, only raising his head to breathe from 
time to time, and ICaa came to anchor with a double 
twist of his tail round a sunken rock, holding Moyrgli 
in the hollow of a coU, while the water raced on. 

‘This is the Place of Death,’ said the boy. ‘ Wh f do 
we come here?’ 

‘They sleep,’ said Kaa. ‘Hathi will not turn asid; for 
the Striped One. Yet Hathi and the Striped One 
together turn aside for the dhole, and the dhole, diey 
say, turn aside for notiiing. And yet for whom d • the 
Little People of the Rocks turn aside? Tell me, M ister 
of the Jungle, who is the Master of the Jungle?’ 

‘These,’ MowgU whispered. ‘It is the Place of Dc ath. 
Let us go.’ 

‘Nay, look well, for they are asleep. It is as it was 
when I was not the length of thy arm.’ 

The split and weatherworn rocks of the gorge of 
the Waingunga had been used since the beginning of 
the Jungle by the Little People of the Rocks—the busy, 
furious, black wild bees of India; and, as Mowgli 
knew well, all trails turned off half a mile before they 
reached the gorge. For centuries the Little People had 
hived and swarmed from cleft to cleft, and swarmed 
again, staining the white marble with stale honey, 
and made their combs tall and deep in the dark of the 
inner caves, where neither man nor beast nor fire nor 
water had ever touched them. The length of the gorge 
on both sides was hung as it were with black shim- 
mery velvet curtains, and Mowgli sank as he looked, 
for those were the clotted millions of the sleeping 
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bees. There were other lumps and festoons and things 
like decayed tree-trunks studded on the face of the 
rock, the old combs of past years, or new cities built 
in the shadow of the windless gorge, and huge masses 
of spongy, rotten trash had rolled down and stuck 
among die trees and creepers that clung to the rock- 
face. As he Hstened he heard more than once the rustle 
and sUde of a honey-loaded comb turning over or 
falling away somewhere in the dark galleries; then a 
booming of angry wings, and the sullen drip, drip, 
drip, of the wasted honey, guttering along till it Upped 
over some ledge in the open air and sluggishly 
trickled down on the twigs. There was a tiny little 
beach, not five feet broad, on one side of the river, and 
that was piled high with the rubbish of uncounted 
years. There were dead bees, drones, sweepings, and 
stale combs, and wings of marauding moths that had 
strayed in after honey, all tumbled in smooth piles of 
the finest black dust. The mere sharp smell of it was 
enough to frighten anything that had no wings, and 
knew what the Little People were. 

Kaa moved upstream again till he came to a sandy 
bar at the head of the gorge. 

‘Here is this season’s kill,’ said he. ‘Look!’ 

On the bank lay the skeletons of a couple of young 
deer and a buffalo. Mowgli could see that neither wolf 
nor jackal had touched the bones, which were laid out 
naturally. 

‘They came beyond the line; they did not know the 
Law,’ murmured Mowgh, ‘and the Little People 
killed them. Let us go ere they wake.’ 

‘They do not wake till the dawn,’ said Kaa. ‘Now I 
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will tell thee. A hunted buck from the south, many, 
many Rains ago, came hither from the south, not 
knowing the Jungle, a Pack on his trail. Being made 
blindby fear, he leaped from above, the Pack running 
by sight, for they were hot and blind on the trail. The 
sun was high, and the Little People were many and 
very angry. Many, too, were those of the Pack ’ vho 
leaped into the Waingunga, but they were dead ere 
they took water. Those who did not leap died als 3 in 
the rocks above. But the buck lived.’ 

‘How?’ 

‘Because he came firvt, running for his life, lea] ing 
ere the Little People W(Te aware, and was in the r ver 
when they gathered to kill. The Pack, following, vas 
altogether lost under the weight of the Little Peo] le.’ 

‘The buck lived?’ Mowgli repeated slowly. 

‘At least he did not die then, though none waited his 
coming down with a strong body to hold him safe 
against the water, as a certain old fat, deaf, yellow 
Flathead would wait for a Mauling—yea, though there 
were all the dholes of the Dekkan on his trail. What 
is in thy stomach?’ Kaa’s head was close to Mowgli’s 
ear; and it was a little time before the boy answered. 

‘It is to pull the very whiskers of Deatli, but—Kaa, 
thou art, indeed, the wisest of all the Jungle.’ 

‘So many have said. Look now, if the dhole follow 
thee-’ 

‘As surely they will follow. Ho! ho! I have many 
little thorns under my tongue to prick into their hides.’ 

‘If they follow thee hot and blind, looking only at 
thy shoulders, those who do not die up above will 
take water either here or lower down, for the Little 
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People will rise up and cover them. Now the Wain- 
gunga is hungry water, and they will have no Kaa to 
hold them, but will go down, such as live, to the 
shallows by the Seeonee Lairs, and there thy Pack may 
meet them by the throat.’ 

'Ahai! Eowawa! Better could not be tilltheRains fall 
in the dry season. There is now only the little matter 
of the run and the leap. I will make me known to the 
dholes, so that they shall follow me very closely.’ 

‘Hast thou seen the rocks above thee? From the 
landward side?’ 

‘Indeed, no. That I had forgotten.’ 

‘Go look. It is all rotten ground, cut and full of 
holes. One of thy clumsy feet set down without seeing 
would end the hunt. See, I leave thee here, and for thy 
sake only I will carry word to the Pack that they may 
know where to look for the dhole. For myself, I am 
not of one skin with any wolf.’ 

When Kaa disliked an acquaintance he could be 
more unpleasant than any of the Jungle People, ex¬ 
cept perhaps Bagheera. He swam downstream, and 
opposite the Rock he came on Phao and Akela listen¬ 
ing to the night noises. 

*Hssh! Dogs,’ he said cheerfully. ‘The dholes will 
come downstream. If ye be not afraid ye can kill 
them in the shallows.’ 

‘When come they?’ said Phao. ‘And where is my 
Man-cub?’ said Akela. 

‘They come when they come,’ said Kaa. ‘Wait and 
see. As for thy Man-cub, from whom thou hast taken 
a Word and so laid him open to Death, thy Man-cub 
is with me, and if he be not already dead the fault is 


210 



RED DOG 


none of thine, bleached dog! Wait here for the dhole, 
and be glad that the Man-cub and I strike on thy side.’ 

Kaa flashed upstream again, and moored himself in 
the middle of the gorge, looking upward at the line 
of the cliff. Presently he saw Mowgli’s head move 
against the stars, and then there was a whizz in the air, 
the keen, clean schloop of a body falling feet first and 
next minute the boy was at rest again in the lot p of 
Kaa’s body. 

‘It is no leap by night,’ said Mowgli quietly. ‘I lave 
jumped twice as far for sport; but that is an evil j lace 
above—^low bushes and guUies that go down reiy 
deep, all full of the Little People. I have put big st ines 
one above the other b\ the side of three gulhes. 1 lese 
I shall throw down with my feet in running, anc the 
Little People will rise up behind me, very angry. 

‘That is Man’s talk and Man’s cunning,’ said Kaa. 
‘Thou art wise, but the Little People are always angry.’ 

‘Nay, at twilight all wings near and far rest for a 
while. I will play with the dhole at twilight, for the 
dhole hunts best by day. He follows now Won-tolla’s 
blood-trail.’ 

‘Chil does not leave a dead ox, nor the dhole the 
blood-trail,’ said Kaa. 

‘Then I will make him a new blood-trail, of his own 
blood, if I can, and give him dirt to eat. Thou wilt 
stay here, Kaa, till I come again with my dholes?’ 

‘Ay, but what if they kill thee in the Jungle, or the 
Little People kill thee before thou canst leap down to 
the river?’ 

‘When to-morrow comes we will kill for to¬ 
morrow,’ said Mowgli, quoting a Jungle saying; and 
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again, ‘When I am dead it is time to sing the Death 
Song. Good himting, Kaa!’ 

He loosed his arm from the python’s neck and went 
down the gorge like a log in a freshet, paddling to¬ 
ward the far bank, where he found slack-water, and 
laughing aloud from sheer happiness. There was 
nothing MowgU liked better than, as he himself said, 
‘to pull the whiskers of Death,’ and make the Jungle 
know that he was their overlord. He had often, with 
Baloo’s help, robbed bees’ nests in single trees, and he 
knew that the Little People hated the smell of wild 
garlic. So he gathered a small bundle of it, tied it up 
with a bark string, and then followed Won-tolla’s 
blood-trail, as it ran southerly from the Lairs, for some 
five miles, looking at the trees with his head on one 
side, and chuckling as he looked. 

‘Mowgli the Frog have I been,’ said he to himself; 
‘Mowgli the Wolf have I said that I am. Now Mowgli 
the Ape must I be before I am Mowgli the Buck. At 
the end I shall be Mowgli the Man. Ho!’ and he slid 
his thumb along the eighteen-inch blade of his knife. 

Won-tolla’s trail, all rank with dark blood-spots, 
ran under a forest of thick trees that grew close to¬ 
gether and stretched away north-eastward, gradually 
growing thinner and thinner to within two miles of 
the Bee Rocks. From the last tree to the low scrub of 
the Bee Rocks was open country, where there was 
hardly cover enough to hide a wolf. Mowgli trotted 
along under the trees, judging distances between 
branch and branch, occasionally climbing up a trunk 
and taking a trial leap from one tree to another till 
he came to the open ground, which he studied very 
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carefully for an hour. Then he turned, picked up 
Won-tolla’s trail where he had left it, settled himself 
in a tree with an outrunning branch some eight feet 
from the ground, and sat still, sharpening his knife on 
the sole of his foot and singing to himself. 

A little before midday, when the sun was very 
warm, he heard the patter of feet and smet the 
abominable smell of the dhole-pack as they tiotted 
pitilessly along Won-tolla’s trail. Seen from a 30ve, 
the red dhole does not look half the size of a wol f, but 
Mowgli knew how strong his feet and jaws wei:. He 
watched the sharp bay head of the leader sn iffing 
along the trail, and gave him ‘Good hunting!’ 

The brute looked up, and his companions 1 alted 
behind him, scores and scores of red dogs with low- 
hung tails, heavy shoulders, weak quarters, and b) oody 
mouths. The dholes are a very silent people as a rule, 
and they have no manners even in their own Jungle. 
Fully two hundred must have gathered below him, 
but he could see that the leaders sniffed hungrily on 
Won-tolla’s trail, and tried to drag the Pack forward. 
That would never do, or they would be at the Lairs 
in broad daylight, and Mowgli meant to hold them 
under his tree till dusk. 

‘By whose leave do ye come here?’ said Mowgli. 

‘All Jungles are our Jungle,’ was the reply, and the 
dhole that gave it bared his white teeth. Mowgli 
looked down with a smile, and imitated perfectly the 
sharp chitter-chatter of Chikai, the leaping rat of the 
Dekkan, meaning the dholes to understand that he 
considered them no better than Chikai. The Pack 
closed up round the tree-trunk and the leader bayed 
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savagely, calling Mowgli a tree-ape. For an answer 
Mowgli stretched down one naked leg and wriggled 
his bare toes just above the leader’s head. That was 
enough, and more than enough, to wake the Pack to 
stupid rage. Those who have hair between their toes 
do not care to be reminded of it. Mowgli caught his 
foot away as the leader leaped up, and said sweetly: 
‘Dog, red dog! Go back to the Dekkan and eat 
lizards. Go to Chikai thy brother—dog, dog—^red, red 
dog! There is hair between every toe 1’ He twiddled 
his toes a second time. 

‘Come down ere we starve thee out, hairless ape!’ 
yelled the Pack, and this was exactly what Mowgli 
wanted. He laid himself down along the branch, his 
cheek to the bark, his right arm free, and there he told 
the Pack what he thought and knew about them, 
their manners, their customs, their mates, and their 
puppies. There is no speech in the world so rancorous 
and so stinging as the language the Jungle-People use 
to show scorn and contempt. When you come to 
think of it you will see how this must be so. As 
Mowgli told Kaa, he had many little thorns under his 
tongue, and slowly and deliberately he drove the 
dholes from silence to growls, from growls to yells, 
and from yells to hoarse slavery ravings. They tried 
to answer his taunts, but a cub might as well have 
tried to answer Kaa in a rage; and all the while 
Mowgli’s right hand lay crooked at his side, ready for 
action, his feet locked round the branch. The big bay 
leader had leaped many times in the air, but Mowgli 
dared not risk a false blow. At last, made furious 
beyond his natural strength, he bounded up seven or 
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eight feet clear of the ground. Then Mowgli’s hand 
shot out like the head of a tree-snake, and gripped him 
by the scruff of his neck, and the branch shook with 
the jar as his weight fell back, almost wrenching 
Mowgli to the grovmd. But he never loosed his grip, 
and inch by inch he hauled the beast, hanging like a 
drowned jackal, up on the branch. With his le t hand 
he reached for his knife and cut off the red, bus ly tail, 
flinging the dhole back to earth again. That wi s all he 
needed. The Pack would not go forward on Won- 
tolla’s trail now till they had killed Mowgli or ^ lowgli 
had killed them. He saw them settle down in circles 
with a quiver of the haunches that meant the r were 
going to stay, and no he climbed to a higher xotch, 
settled his back comfortably, and went to slee >. 

After three or four hours he waked and coun ;ed the 
Pack. They were all there, silent, husky, and dr r, with 
eyes of steel. The sun was begiiming to sink. In half 
an hour the Little People of the Rocks would be end¬ 
ing their labours, and, as you know, the dhole does 
not fight best in the twilight. 

‘I did not need such faithful watchers,’ he said 
politely, standing up on a branch, ‘but I will re¬ 
member this. Ye be true dholes, but to my thinking 
overmuch of one kind. For that reason I do not give 
the big lizard-eater his tail again. Art thou not pleased. 
Red Dog?’ 

‘I myself will tear out thy stomach!’ yelled the 
leader, scratching at the foot of the tree. 

‘Nay, but consider, wise rat of the Dekkan. There 
will now be many litters of little tailless red dogs, yea, 
with raw red stumps that sting when the sand is hot. 
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Go home, Red Dog, and cry that an ape has done this. 
Ye will not go? Come, then, with me, and I will make 
you very wise!’ 

He moved. Bandar-log fashion, into the next tree, 
and so on into the next and the next, the Pack follow¬ 
ing with lifted hungry heads. Now and then he would 
pretend to fall, and the Pack would tumble one over 
the other in their haste to be at the death. It was 
a curious sight—the boy with the knife that shone 
in the low sunlight as it sifted through the upper 
branches, and the silent Pack with their red coats all 
aflame, huddling and following below. When he 
came to the last tree he took the garlic and rubbed 
himself all over carefully, and the dholes yelled with 
scorn. ‘Ape with a wolf’s tongue, dost thou think to 
cover thy scent?’ they said. ‘We follow to the death.’ 

‘Take thy tail,’ said Mowgli, flinging it back along 
the course he had taken. The Pack instinctively rushed 
after it. ‘And follow now—to the death.’ 

He had slipped down the tree-trunk, and headed 
like the wind in bare feet for the Bee Rocks, before 
the dholes saw what he would do. 

They gave one deep howl, and settled down to the 
long, lobbing canter that can at the last run down 
anything that runs. Mowgli knew their pack-pace to 
be much slower than that of the wolves, or he would 
never have risked a two-mile run in full sight. They 
were sure that the boy was theirs at last, and he was 
sure that he held them to play with as he pleased. All 
his trouble was to keep them sufficiently hot behind 
him to prevent their turning off too soon. He ran 
cleanly, evenly, and springily; the tailless leader not 
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five yards behind him; and the Pack tailing out over 
perhaps a quarter of a mile of ground, crazy and blind 
with the rage of slaughter. So he kept his distance by 
ear, reserving his last effort for the rush across the Bee 
Rocks. 

The Little People had gone to sleep in the early 
twilight, for it was not the season of late-blossc ming 
flowers; but as Mowgli’s first footfalls rang holh w on 
the hollow ground h<“ heard a sound as though; 11 the 
earth were humming Then he ran as he had nevi r run 
in his life before, spurned aside one—two—thi ee of 
the piles of stones into the dark, sweet-smelling gi Hies; 
heard a roar like the roar of the sea in a cave; saw with 
the tail of his eye the air grow dark behind him saw 
the current of the aingunga far below, and : flat, 
diamond-shaped head in the water; leaped outvard 
with all his strength, che tailless dhole snapping at his 
shoulder in mid-air, and dropped feet first tc» the 
safety of the river, breathless and triumphant. There 
was not a sting upon him, for the smell of the garlic 
had checked the Little People for just the few seconds 
that he was among them. When he rose Kaa’s coils 
were steadying him and things were bounding over 
the edge of the cliff—great lumps, it seemed, of 
clustered bees falling like plummets; but before any 
lump touched water the bees flew upward and the 
body of a dhole whirled downstream. Overhead they 
could hear furious short yells that were drowned in a 
roar like breakers—the roar of the wings of the Little 
People of the Rocks. Some of the dholes, too, had 
fallen into the gullies that communicated with the 
underground caves, and there choked and fought and 
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snapped among the tumbled honeycombs, and at last, 
borne up, even when they were dead, on the heaving 
waves of bees beneath them, shot out of some hole in 
the river-face, to roll over on the black rubbish-heaps. 
There were dholes who had leaped short into the 
trees on the cliffs, and the bees blotted out their 
shapes; but the greater number of them, maddened 
by the stings, had flung themselves into the river; and, 
as Kaa said, the Waingunga was hungry water. 

Kaa held Mowgli fast till the boy had recovered his 
breath. 

‘We may not stay here,’ he said. ‘The Little People 
are roused indeed. Come!’ 

Swimming low and diving as often as he could, 
Mowgli went down the river, knife in hand. 

‘Slowly, slowly,’ said Kaa. ‘One tooth does not kill 
a hundred unless it be a cobra’s, and many of the 
dholes took water swiftly when they saw the Little 
People rise.’ 

‘The more work for my knife, then. Phai! How the 
Little People follow!’ Mowgli sank again. The face 
of the water was blanketed with wild bees, buzzing 
sullenly and stinging all they found. 

‘Nothing was ever yet lost by silence,’ said Kaa—no 
sting could penetrate his scales—‘and thou hast all the 
long night for the hvmting. Hear them howl 1 ’ 

Nearly half the pack had seen the trap their fellows 
rushed into, and turning sharp aside had flung them¬ 
selves into the water where the gorge broke down 
in steep banks. Their cries of rage and their threats 
against the ‘tree-ape’ who had brought them to their 
shame mixed with the yells and growls of those who 
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had been punished by the Little People. To remain 
ashore was death, and every dhole knew it. Their pack 
was swept along the current, down to the deep eddies 
of the Peace Pool, but even there tire angry Little 
People followed and forced them to the water again. 
Mowgli could hear the voice of the tailless leader 
bidding his people hold on and kill out every ^/olf in 
Seeonee. But he did not waste his time in lister ing. 

‘One kills in the d irk behind us!’ snapped a ihole. 
‘Here is tainted water!’ 

Mowgli had dived forward like an otter, tw itched 
a struggling dhole under water before he coulc open 
his mouth, and dark r ings rose as the body plopf id up, 
turning on its side. 'I’he dholes tried to turn, b Jt the 
current prevented them, and the Little People • larted 
at their heads and ears, and they could hear the chal¬ 
lenge of the Seeonee Pack growing louder and ceeper 
in the gathering darkness. Again Mowgli dived, and 
again a dhole went under, and rose dead, and again the 
clamour broke out at the rear of the pack; some 
howling that it was best to go ashore, others calling 
on their leader to lead them back to the Dekkan, and 
others bidding Mowgli show himself and be killed. 

‘They come to the fight with two stomachs and 
several voices,’ said Kaa. ‘The rest is with thy brethren 
below yonder. The Little People go back to sleep. 
They have chased us far. Now I, too, turn back, for I 
am not of one skin with any wolf. Good hunting. 
Little Brother, and remember the dhole bites low.’ 

A wolf came running along the bank on three legs, 
leaping up and down, laying his head sideways close 
to the ground, hunching his back, and breaking high 
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into the air, as though he were playing with his cubs. 
It was Won-tolla, the Outlier, and he said never a 
word, but continued his horrible sport beside the 
dholes. They had been long in the water now, and 
were swimming wearily, their coats drenched and 
heavy, their bushy tails dragging like sponges, so tired 
and shaken that they, too, were silent, watching the 
pair of blazing eyes that moved abreast. 

‘This is no good hunting,’ said one, panting. 

‘Good hunting!’ said Mowgli, as he rose boldly at 
the brute’s side, and sent the long knife home behind 
the shoulder, pushing hard to avoid his dying snap. 

‘Art thou there. Man-cub?’ said Won-tolla across 
the water. 

‘Ask of the dead. Outlier,’ Mowgli replied. ‘Have 
none come downstream? I have filled these dogs’ 
mouths with dirt; I have tricked them in the broad 
daylight, and their leader lacks his tail, but here be 
some few for thee still. Whither shall I drive them?’ 

‘I will wait,’ said Won-tolla. ‘The night is before 
me.’ 

Nearer and nearer came the bay of the Seeonee 
wolves: ‘For the Pack, for the Full Pack it is met!’ and 
a bend in the river drove the dholes forward among 
the sands and shoals opposite the Lairs. 

Then they saw their mistake. They should have 
landed half a mile higher up, and rushed the wolves on 
dry ground. Now it was too late. The bank was lined 
with burning eyes, and except for the horrible pheeal 
that had never stopped since sundown, there was no 
sound in the Jungle. It seemed as though Won-tolla 
were fawning on them to come ashore; and ‘Turn and 


220 



RED DOG 


take hold!’ said the leader of the dholes. The entire 
pack flung themselves at the shore, threshing and 
squattering through the shoal water, till the face of the 
Waingunga was all white and torn, and the great 
ripples went from side to side, like bow-waves from 
a boat. Mowgli followed the rush, stabbing and slicing 
as the dholes, huddled together, rushed up the river- 
beach in one wave. 

Then the long fight began, heaving and Jtrain- 
ing and splitting and scattering and narrowir g and 
broadening along die red, wet sands, and ov ;r and 
between the tangled tree-roots, and throug i and 
among the bushes, and in and out of the grass d amps; 
for even now the diioles were two to one. Bi t they 
met wolves fighting for all that made the Pac.t, and 
not only the short, liigh, deep-chested, white- usked 
hunters of the Pack, but the anxious-eyed lahinis—the 
she-wolves of the lair, as the saying is—fighting for 
their litters, with here and there a yearling wolf, his 
first coat still half woolly, tugging and grappling by 
their sides. A wolf, you must know, flies at the throat 
or snaps at the flank, while a dhole, by preference, 
bites at the belly; so when the dholes were struggling 
out of the water and had to raise their heads, the odds 
were with the wolves. On dry land the wolves 
suffered; but in the water or ashore, Mowgli’s knife 
came and went without ceasing. The Four had worried 
their way to his side. Grey Brother, crouched between 
the boy’s knees, was protecting his stomach, while the 
others guarded his back and either side, or stood over 
him when the shock of a leaping, yelling dhole who 
had thrown himself full on the steady blade bore him 
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down. For the rest, it was one tangled confusion—a 
locked and swaying mob that moved from right to 
left and from left to right along the bank; and also 
ground round and round slowly on its own centre. 
Here would be a heaving mound, like a water- 
bhster in a whirlpool, which would break like a water- 
blister, and throw up four or five mangled dogs, each 
striving to get back to the centre; here would be a 
single wolf borne down by two or three dholes, 
laboriously dragging them forward, and sinking the 
while; here a yearling cub would be held up by the 
pressure roimd him, though he had been killed early, 
while his mother, crazed with dumb rage, rolled over 
and over, snapping, and passing on; and in the middle 
of the thickest press, perhaps, one wolf and one dhole, 
forgetting everything else, would be manoeuvring for 
first hold till they were whirled away by a rush of 
furious fighters. Once Mowgli passed Akela, a dhole 
on either flank, and his all but toothless jaws closed 
over the loins of a third; and once he saw Phao, his 
teeth set in the throat of a dhole, tugging the unwilling 
beast forward till the yearlings could finish him. But 
the bulk of the fight was blind flurry and smother 
in the dark; hit, trip, and tumble, yelp, groan, and 
worry-worry-worry, round him and behind him and 
above him. As the night wore on, the quick, giddy- 
go-round motion increased. The dholes were cowed 
and afraid to attack the stronger wolves, but did not 
yet care to run away. Mowgli felt that the end was 
coming soon, and contented himself with striking 
merely to cripple. The yearlings were growing bolder; 
there was time now and again to breathe, and pass a 
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word to a friend, and the mere flicker of the knife 
would sometimes turn a dog aside. 

‘The meat is very near the bone,’ Grey Brother 
yelled. He was bleeding from a score of flesh-wounds. 

‘But the bone is yet to be cracked,’ said Mowgli. 
‘Eowawa! Thus do we do in the Jungle!’ The rec* blade 
ran like a flame along the side of a dhole whose hind¬ 
quarters were hidden by the weight of a clinging wolf. 

‘My kill!’ snorted the wolf through his wr nkled 
nostrils. ‘Leave him to me.’ 

‘Is thy stomach still empty. Outlier?’ said M iwgli. 
Won-tolla was feart uUy punished, but his gr p had 
paralysed the dhole, who could not turn rour d and 
reach him. 

‘By the Bull that bought me,’ said Mowgli, vith a 
bitter laugh, ‘it is the tailless one!’ And indeed it was 
the big bay-coloured leader. 

‘It is not wise to kill cubs and lahinis,’ Mowgh went 
on philosophically, wiping the blood out of his eyes, 
‘unless one has also killed the Outlier; and it is in my 
stomach that this Won-tolla kills thee.’ 

A dhole leaped to his leader’s aid; but before his 
teeth had found Won-tolla’s flank, Mowgh’s knife 
was in his throat, and Grey Brother took what was 
left. 

‘And thus do we do in the Jungle,’ said Mowgli. 

Won-tolla said not a word, only his jaws were 
closing and closing on the backbone as his life ebbed. 
The dhole shuddered, his head dropped, and he lay 
still, and Won-tolla dropped above him. 

‘Huh! The Blood Debt is paid,’ said Mowgli. ‘Sing 
the song, Won-tolla.’ 
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‘He hunts no more,’ said Grey Brother; ‘and Akela, 
too, is silent diis long time.’ 

‘The bone is cracked!’ thundered Phao, son of 
Phaona. ‘They go I Kill, kill out, O hunters of the Free 
People!’ 

Dhole after dhole was slinking away from those 
dark and bloody sands to the river, to the thick 
Jungle, upstream or downstream as he saw the road 
clear. 

‘The debt! The debt!’ shouted Mowgli. ‘Pay the 
debt! They have slain the Lone Wolf! Let not a dog 

He was flying to the river, knife in hand, to check 
any dhole who dared to take water, when, from under 
a mound of nine dead, rose Akela’s head and fore¬ 
quarters, and Mowgli dropped on his knees beside the 
Lone Wolf. 

‘Said I not it would be my last fight?’ Akela gasped. 
‘It is good hunting. And thou. Little Brother?’ 

‘I live, having killed many.’ 

‘Even so. I die, and I would—I would die by thee. 
Little Brother.’ 

Mowgli took the terrible scarred head on his knees, 
and put his arms round the tom neck. 

‘It is long since the old days of Shere Khan, and a 
Man-cub that rolled naked in the dust.’ 

‘Nay, nay, I am a wolf. I am of one skin with the 
Free People,’ Mowgli cried. ‘It is no will of mine that 
I am a man.’ 

‘Thou art a man. Little Brother, wolfling of my 
watching. Thou art a man, or else the Pack had fled 
before the dhole. My life I owe to thee, and to-day 
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thou hast saved the Pack even as once I saved thee. 
Hast thou forgotten? All debts are paid now. Go to 
thine own people. I tell thee again, eye of my eye, this 
hunting is ended. Go to thine own people.’ 

‘I will never go. I will hvmt alone in the Jungle. I 
have said it.’ 

‘After the summer come the Rains, and aftei the 
Rains comes the spring. Go back before thoi art 
driven.’ 

‘Who will drive me?’ 

‘Mowgli will drive Mowgh. Go back to thy pe< 'ple. 
Go to Man.’ 

‘When Mowgli drhes MowgH I will go,’ Mo vgU 
answered. 

‘There is no more to say,’ said Akela. ‘Little Brot her, 
canst diou raise me to my feet? I also was a lead( r of 
the Free People.’ 

Very carefully and gently Mowgli lifted the bodies 
aside, and raised Akela to his feet, both arms round 
him, and the Lone Wolf drew a long breath, and 
began the Death Song that a leader of the Pack should 
sing when he dies. It gathered strength as he went on, 
lifting and lifting, and ringing far across the river, till 
it came to the last ‘Good hunting!’ and Akela shook 
himself clear of Mowgh for an instant, and, leaping 
into the air, fell backward dead upon his last and most 
terrible kill. 

Mowgli sat with his head on his knees, careless of 
anything else, while the remnant of the flying dholes 
were being overtaken and run down by the merciless 
lahinis. Little by httle the cries died away, and the 
wolves returned hmping, as their wounds stiffened, 
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to take stock of the losses. Fifteen of the Pack, as well 
as half-a-dozen lahinis, lay dead by the river, and of 
the others not one was unmarked. And Mowgh sat 
through it all till the cold daybreak, when Phao’s wet, 
red muzzle was dropped in his hand, and Mowgli 
drew back to show the gaunt body of Akela. 

‘Good hunting!’ said Phao, as though Akela were 
still ahve, and then over his bitten shoulder to the 
others: ‘Howl, dogs! A Wolf has died to-night!’ 

But of all the pack of two hundred fighting dholes, 
whose boast was tliat all Jungles were their Jungle, 
and that no living thing could stand before them, not 
one returned to the Dekkan to carry that word. 
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[This is the song that Chil sang as the kites dropped 
down one after another to the river-bed, when the 
great fight was finished. Chil is good frien<ls with 
everybody, but he is a cold-blooded kind of (reature 
at heart, because he knows that almost everybody in 
the Jungle comes to him in the long rim.] 


These were my companions going forth by night— 

(For Chil! Look you, for Chil!) 

Now come I to whistle them the ending of the figh . 

(ChU! Vanguards of Chil!) 

Word they gave me overhead of quarry newly slait , 

Word I gave them underfoot of buck upon the plain. 
Here's an end of every trail—they shall not speak again! 

They that called the hunting-cry—they thatfollowedfast— 
(For Chil! Look you, for Chil!) 

They that bade the sambhur wheel, or pinned him as he 
passed — 

(Chil! Vanguards of Chil!) 

They that lagged behind the scent—they that ran before. 
They that shunned the level horn—they that overbore. 
Here's an end of every trail—they shall not follow more! 

These were my companions. Pity 'twas they died! 

(For Chil! Look you, for Chil!) 
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Now come I to comfort them that knew them in their pride. 

(Chil! Vanguards of Chil!) 

Tattered flank and sunken eye, open mouth and red. 
Locked and lank and lone they lie, the dead upon their dead. 
Here's an end of every trail—and here my hosts are fed! 
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Man goes to Man! Cry the challenge through the 
Jungle! 

He that was our Brother goes away. 

Hear, now, and judge, O ye People of the Jui gle,— 
Answer, who shall turn him—who shall sta 

Man goes to Man! He is weeping in the Jung! t: 

He that was our Brother sorrows sore! 

Man goes to Man! (Oh, we loved him in thej mgle!) 
To the Man-Trail where we may not foUov more. 

T he second year after the great fight wi it Red 
Dog and the death of Akela, Mowgh mu it have 
been nearly seventeen years old. He lookec. older, 
for hard exercise, the best of good eating, and baths 
whenever he felt in the least hot or dusty, had given 
him strength and growth far beyond his age. He could 
swing by one hand from a top branch for half an hour 
at a time, when he had occasion to look along the 
tree-roads. He could stop a young buck in mid-gallop 
and throw him sideways by the head. He could even 
Jerk over the big, blue wild boars that Uved in the 
Marshes of the North. The Jungle-People who used to 
fear him for his wits feared him now for his strength, 
and when he moved quietly on his own affairs the 
mere whisper of his coming cleared the wood-paths. 
Aoid yet the look in his eyes was always gentle. Even 
when he fought, his eyes never blazed as Bagheera’s 
did. They only grew more and more interested and 
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excited, and that was one of the things that Bagheera 
himself did not understand. 

He asked MowgU about it, and the boy laughed and 
said: ‘When I miss the kill I am angry. When I must 
go empty for two days I am very angry. Do not my 
eyes talk then?’ 

‘The mouth is hungry,’ said Bagheera, ‘but the eyes 
say nothing. Hunting, eating, or swimming, it is all 
one—^like a stone in wet or dry weather.’ Mowgli 
looked at him lazily from under his long eyelashes, 
and, as usual, the panther’s head dropped. Bagheera 
knew his master. 

They were lying out far up the side of a hill over¬ 
looking the Waingunga, and the morning mist hung 
below them in bands of white and green. As the sun 
rose it changed into bubbling seas of red gold, churned 
off, and let the low rays stripe the dried grass on which 
Mowgli and Bagheera were resting. It was the end of 
the cold weather, the leaves and the trees looked worn 
and faded, and there was a dry, ticking rustle every¬ 
where when the wind blew. A little leaf tap-tap- 
tapped furiously against a twig, as a single leaf caught 
in a current will. It roused Bagheera, for he snuffed 
the morning air with a deep, hollow cough, threw 
himself on his back, and struck with his fore-paws at 
the nodding leaf above. 

‘The year turns,’ he said. ‘The Jimgle goes forward. 
The Time of New Talk is near. That leaf knows. It is 
very good.’ 

‘Hie grass is dry,’ Mowgli answered, pulling up a 
tuft. ‘Even Eye-of-the-Spring [that is a little trumpet¬ 
shaped, waxy red flower that nms in and out among 
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the grasses]—even Eye-of^the-Spring is shut, and . . . 
Bagheera, is it well for the Black Panther so to Ue on 
his back and beat with his paws in the air, as though 
he were the tree-cat?’ 

‘Aowh?’ said Bagheera. He seemed to be thinking 
of other things. 

‘I say, is it well for the Black Panther so to mouth 
and cough, and howl and roll? Remember, wi be the 
Masters of the Jungle, thou and I.’ 

‘Indeed, yes; I hear. Man-cub.’ Bagheera roll ed over 
hurriedly and sat up, the dust on his ragged black 
flanks. (He was just casting his winter coat.) We be 
surely the Masters t'f the Jungle! Who is so st ong as 
Mowgli? Who so V ise?’ There was a curious d ’awl in 
the voice that made Mowgli turn to see whet her by 
any chance the Black Panther were making font )f him^^ 
for the Jungfo is iiiU of words that sound lice one 
thing, but mean another. ‘I said we he beyond question 
die Masters of the Jungle,’ Bagheera repeated. ‘Have 
I done wrong? I did not know that the Man-cub no 
longer lay upon the ground. Does he fly, then?’ 

Mowgli sat with his elbows on his knees, looking 
out across the valley at the daylight. Somewhere down 
in the woods below a bird was trying over in a husky, 
reedy voice the first few notes of his spring song. 
It was no more than a shadow of the liquid, tum¬ 
bling call he would be pouring later, but Bagheera 
heard it. 

‘I said the Time of New Talk is near,’ growled the 
panther, switching his tail. 

‘I hear,’ MowgH answered. ‘Bagheera, why dost 
thou shake all over? The sun is warm.’ 
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‘That is Ferao, the Scarlet Woodpecker,’ said Bagh- 
eera. "He has not forgotten. Now I, too, must re¬ 
member my song,’ and he began purring and crooning 
to himself, harking back dissatisfied again and again. 

‘There is no game afoot,’ said Mowgli. 

‘Litde Brother, are hath thine ears stopped? That is 
no killing-word, but my song that I make ready 
against the need.’ 

‘I had forgotten. I shall know when the Time of 
New Talk is here, because then thou and the others all 
run away and leave me alone.’ Mowgli spoke rather 
savagely. 

‘But, indeed. Little Brother,’ Bagheera began, ‘we 
do not always-’ 

‘I say ye do,’ said Mowgli, shooting out his fore¬ 
finger angrily. ‘Ye do run away, and I, who am the 
Master of the Jungle, must needs walk alone. How 
was it last season, when I would gather sugar-cane 
from the fields of a Man-Pack! I sent a runner—I sent 
thee!—^to Hathi, bidding him to come upon such a 
night and pluck the sweet grass for me with his trunk.’ 

‘He came only two nights later,’ said Bagheera, 
cowering a little; ‘and of that long, sweet grass that 
pleased thee so he gathered more than any Man-cub 
could eat in all the nights of the Rains. That was no 
fault of mine.’ 

‘He did not come upon the night when I sent him 
the word. No, he was trumpeting and running and 
roaring through the valleys in the moonlight. His 
trail was like the trail of three elephants, for he would 
not hide among the trees. He danced in the moonlight 
before the houses of the Man-Pack. I saw him, and 
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yet he would not come to me; and I am the Master of 
the Jungle!’ 

‘It was the Time of New Talk,’ said the panther, 
always very humble. ‘Perhaps, Little Brother, thou 
didst not that time call him by a Master-Word? Listen 
to Ferao, and be glad!’ 

Mowgh’s bad temper seemed to have boil id itself 
away. He lay back with his head on his arms, his eyes 
shut. ‘I do not know—nor do I care,’ he said leepily. 
‘Let us sleep, Baghcera. My stomach is heavy in me. 
Make me a rest for my head.’ 

The panther lay tlown again with a sigh, be ause he 
could hear Ferao practising and repractising i is song 
against the Springtime of New Talk, as they; ay. 

In an Indian Jungle the seasons slide one iato the 
other almost without division. There seem to be only 
two—the wet and the dry; but if you look closely 
below the torrents of rain and the clouds of char and 
dust you will find all four going round in their regular 
ring. Spring is the most wonderful, because she has 
not to cover a clean, bare field with new leaves and 
flowers, but to drive before her and to put away the 
hanging-on, over-surviving raffle of half-green things 
which the gentle winter has suffered to five, and to 
make the partly dressed stale earth feel new and young 
once more. And this she does so well that there is no 
spring in the world like the Jimgle spring. 

There is one day when ^ things are tired, and 
the very smells, as diey drift on the heavy air, are old 
and used. One cannot explain this, but it feels so. Then 
there is another day—to the eye nothing whatever has 
changed—when all the smells are new and dehghtful. 
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and the whiskers of the Jungle-People quiver to their 
roots, and the winter hair comes away from their sides 
in long, draggled locks. Then, perhaps, a httle rain 
falls, and all die trees and the bushes and the bamboos 
and the mosses and the juicy-leaved plants wake with 
a noise of growing that you can almost hear, and under 
this noise runs, day and night, a deep hum. That is the 
noise of the spring—a vibrating boom which is neither 
bees, nor falling water, nor the wind in tree-tops, but 
the purring of the warm, happy world. 

Up to this year Mowgli had always delighted in the 
turn of the seasons. It was he who generdly saw the 
first Eye-of-the-Spring deep down among the grasses, 
and the first bank of spring clouds, which are like 
nothing else in the Jungle. His voice could be heard in 
all sorts of wet, star-lighted, blossoming places, help¬ 
ing the big frogs through their choruses, or mocking 
the litde upside-down owls that hoot through the 
white nights. Like all his people, spring was the season 
he chose for his Sittings—^moving, for the mere joy of 
rushing through the warm air, thirty, forty, or fifty 
miles between twilight and the morning star, and 
coming back panting and laughing and wreathed with 
strange flowers. The Four did not follow him on these 
wild ringings of the Jungle, but went off to sing songs 
with other wolves. The Jungle-People are very busy 
in the spring, and Mowgli could hear them grunting 
and screaming and whisding according to their kind. 
Their voices then are different from their voices at 
other times of the year, and that is one of the reasons 
why spring in the Jungle is called the Time of New 
Talk. 
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But that Spring, as he told Bagheera, his stomach 
was changed in him. Ever since the bamboo shoots 
turned spotty-brown he had been looking forward to 
the morning when the smells should change. But when 
the morning came, and Mao the Peacock, blazing in 
bronze and blue and gold, cried it aloud all along the 
misty woods, and MowgU opened his mouth o send 
on the cry, the words choked between his tee'h, and 
a feeling came over him that began at his t( es and 
ended in his hair—a feeling of pure unhappii .ess, so 
that he looked himself over to be sure that he I ad not 
trod on a thorn. Mao cried the new smells, th ; other 
birds took it over, and from the rocks by the Wain- 
gunga he heard Bagheera’s hoarse scream—son ething 
between the scream of an eagle and the neighi ig of a 
horse. There was a )ellmg and scattering o£ Bat dar-log 
in the new-budding branches above, and then; stood 
Mowgh, his chest, filled to answer Mao, sinlang in 
little gasps as the breath was driven out of it by this 
unhappiness. 

He stared all round liim, but he could see no more 
than the mocking Bandar-log scudding through the 
trees, and Mao, his tail spread in full splendour, 
dancing on the slopes below. 

‘The smeUs have changed,’ screamed Mao, ‘Good 
hunting. Little Brother! Where is thy answer?’ 

‘Little Brother, good hunting!’ whistled Chil the 
Kite and his mate, swooping down together. The two 
baffed under Mowgh’s nose so close that a pinch of 
downy white feathers brushed away. 

A light spring rain—elephant-rain they call it— 
drove across the Jungle in a belt half a mile wide, left 
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the new leaves wet and nodding behind, and died out 
in a double rainbow and a hght roll of thunder. The 
spring hum broke out for a minute, and was silent, but 
ail the Jungle-Folk seemed to be giving tongue at 
once. Ail except MowgU. 

‘I have eaten good food,’ he said to himself. ‘I have 
dnink good water. Nor does my throat burn and 
grow small, as it did when I bit the blue-spotted root 
that Oo the Turde said was clean food. But my 
stomach is heavy, and I have given very bad talk to 
Bagheera and others, people of the Jungle and my 
people. Now, too, I am hot and now I am cold, and 
now I am neither hot nor cold, but angry with that 
which I cannot see. Huhu! It is time to make a rim- 
ning! To-night I will cross the ranges; yes, I will 
make a spring running to the Marshes of the North, 
and back again. I have hunted too easily too long. 
The Four shall come with me, for they grow as fat 
as white grubs.’ 

He called, but never one of the Four answered. 
They were far beyond earshot, singing over the spring 
songs—the Moon and Sambhur Songs—Avith the 
wolves of the Pack; for in the springtime the Jungle- 
People make very Utde difference between die day 
and the night. He gave die sharp, barking note, but 
his only answer was the mocking maiou of the httle 
spotted tree-cat winding in and out among the 
branches for early birds’ nests. At this he shook all 
over with rage, and half drew his knife. Then he 
became very haughty, though there was no one to see 
him, and stalked severely down the hillside, obin up 
and eyebrows down. But never a single one of his 
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people asked him a question, for they were all too busy 
with their own affairs. 

‘Yes,’ said Mowgh to himself, though in his heart 
he knew that he had no reason. ‘Let the Red Dhole 
come from the Dekkan, or the Red Flower dance 
among the bamboos, and all the Jungle runs v'^hining 
to Mowgli, calling him great elephant-nam';s. But 
now, because Eye-of-the-Spring is red, and M;-o, for¬ 
sooth, must show his naked legs in some spring dance, 
the Jungle goes mad as Tabaqui.... By the B all that 
bought me! am I the Master of the Jungle, ( r am I 
not? Be silent! What do ye here?’ 

A couple of young wolves of the Pack were :anter- 
ing down a padi, lo» 'king for open ground in w lich to 
fight. (You will remember that the Law of the Jungle 
forbids fighting where the Pack can see.) Thei • neck- 
bristles were as stiff as wire, and they bayed fuiiously, 
crouching for the first grapple. Mowgh leaped for¬ 
ward, caught one outstretched throat in either hand, 
expecting to fling the creatures backward as he had 
often done in games or Pack hunts. But he had never 
before interfered with a spring fight. The two leaped 
forward and dashed him aside, and without word to 
waste rolled over and over close locked. 

Mowgh was on his feet almost before he fell, his 
knife and his white teeth were bared, and at that 
minute he would have killed both for no reason but 
that they were fighting when he wished them to be 
quiet, although every wolf has full right under the 
Law to fight. He danced round them with lowered 
shoulders and quivering hand, ready to send in a 
double blow when the first flurry of the scuffle should 
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be over; but while he waited the strength seemed to 
ebb from his body, the knife-point lowered, and he 
sheathed the knife and watched. 

‘I have surely eaten poison,’ he sighed at last. ‘Since 
I broke up the Council with the Red Flower—since I 
killed Shere Khan—^none of the Pack could fling me 
aside. And these be only tail-wolves in the Pack, httle 
hunters! My strength is gone from me, and presently 
I shall die. Oh, Mowgli, why dost thou not kill them 
both?’ 

The fight went on till one wolf ran away, and 
Mowgh was left alone on the tom and bloody ground, 
looking now at his knife, and now at his legs and arms, 
while Ae feeling of unhappiness he had never known 
before covered him as water covers a log. 

He killed early that evening and ate but httle, so 
as to be in good fettle for his spring running, and he 
ate alone because all the Jungle-People were away 
singing or fighting. It was a perfect white night, as 
they call it. All green things seemed to have made a 
month’s growth since the morning. The branch that 
was yellow-leaved the day before dripped sap when 
Mowgli broke it. The mosses curled deep and warm 
over his feet, the young grass had no cutting edges, 
and all the voices of the Jungle boomed like one deep 
harp-string touched by the moon—the Moon of New 
Talk, who splashed her Ught full on rock and pool, 
slipped it between trunk and creeper, and sifted it 
through a milhon leaves. Forgetting his unhappiness, 
Mowgli sang aloud with pure dehght as he settled into 
his stride. It was more like flying than anything else, 
for he had chosen the long downward slope that leads 
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to the Northern Marshes through the heart of the 
main Jungle, where the springy ground deadened the 
fall of his feet. A man-taught man would have picked 
his way with many stumbles through the cheating 
moonlight, but MowgU’s muscles, trained by years of 
experience, bore him up as though he were a fe ather. 
When a rotten log or a hidden stone turned un( er his 
foot he saved himseli', never checking his pace, with¬ 
out effort and without thought. When he tiled of 
ground-going he threw up his hands monkey-f.shion 
to the nearest creeper, and seemed to float rathe* than 
to climb up into the thin branches, whence he A'^ould 
follow a tree-road till his mood changed, and ht shot 
downward in a long, leafy curve to the levels t gain. 
There were still, hot hollows surrovmded by wet 'ocks 
where he could hardly breathe for the heavy scei its of 
the night flowers and the bloom along the creeper 
buds; dark avenues where the moonlight lay in belts 
as regular as checkered marbles in a church aisle; 
thickets where the wet young growth stood breast- 
high about him and threw its arms round his waist; 
and hilltops crowned with broken rock, where he 
leaped from stone to stone above the lairs of the fright¬ 
ened little foxes. He would hear, very faint and far off, 
the chug-drug of a boar sharpening his tusks on a bole; 
and would come across the great grey brute all alone, 
scribing and rending the bark of a tall tree, his mouth 
dripping with foam, and his eyes blazing like fire. Or 
he would turn aside to the soimd of clashing horns 
and hissing grunts, and dash past a couple of furious 
sambhur, staggering to and fro with lowered heads, 
striped with blood that showed black in the moon- 
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light. Or at some rushing ford he would hear Jacala 
the Crocodile bellowing hke a bull, or disturb a twined 
knot of the Poison-People, but before they could strike 
he would be away and across the gUstening shingle, 
and deep in the Jungle again. 

So he ran, sometimes shouting, sometimes singing 
to himself, the happiest thing in all the Jungle that 
night, till the smell of the flowers warned him that he 
was near the marshes, and those lay far beyond his 
farthest hunting-grounds. 

Here, again, a man-trained man would have sunk 
overhead in three strides, but Mowgli’s feet had eyes 
in them, and they passed him from tussock to tussock 
and clump to quaking clump without asking help 
from the eyes in his head. He ran out to the middle 
of the swamp, disturbing the duck as he ran, and sat 
down on a moss-coated tree-trunk lapped in the black 
water. The marsh was awake all round him, for in the 
spring the Bird-People sleep very Ughtly, and com¬ 
panies of them were coming or going the night 
through. But no one took any notice of MowgU sit¬ 
ting among the tall reeds humming songs without 
words, and looking at the soles of his hard brown feet 
in case of neglected thorns. All his unhappiness seemed 
to have been left behind in his own Jungle, and he was 
just beginning a full-throat song when it came back 
again—ten times worse than before. 

This time Mowgh was frightened. ‘It is here also!’ 
he said half aloud. ‘It has followed me,’ and he looked 
over his shoulder to see whether the It were not stand¬ 
ing behind him. ‘There is no one here.’ The night 
noises of the marsh went on, but never a bird or 
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beast spoke to him, and the new feeling of misery 
grew. 

‘I have surely eaten poison,’ he said in an awe¬ 
stricken voice. ‘It must be that carelessly I have eaten 
poison, and my strength is going from me. I was 
afraid—and yet it was not I that was afraid—Mowgli 
was afraid when the two wolves fought. Akela, or 
even Phao, would have silenced them; yet Vowgh 
was afraid. That is true sign I have eaten poiso i. . . . 
But what do they care in the Jungle? They sir g and 
howl and fight, and run in companies under the i aoon, 
and I— Hai-mai !—am dying in the marshes, < f that 
poison which I have eaten.’ He was so sorry foi him¬ 
self that he nearly wept. ‘And after,’ he went on. ‘they 
will find me lying in the black water. Nay, I v\ ill go 
back to my own Jungle, and I will die upo i the 
Council Rock, and Bagheera, whom I love, if he is 
not screaming in the valley—Bagheera, perhaps, may 
watch by what is left for a little, lest Chil use me as 
he used Akela.’ 

A large, warm tear splashed down on his knee, and, 
miserable as he was, Mowgli felt happy that he was 
so miserable, if you can understand that upside-down 
sort of happiness. ‘As Chil the Kite used Akela,’ he 
repeated, ‘on the night I saved the Pack from Red 
Dog.’ He was quiet for a httle, thinking of the last 
words of the Lone Wolf, which you, of course, re¬ 
member. ‘Now Akela said to me many fooUsh things 
before he died, for when we die our stomachs change. 
He said . . . None the less, I am of the Jungle!’ 

In his excitement, as he remembered the fight on 
Waingimga bank, he shouted the last words aloud. 
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and a wild buffalo-cow among the reeds sprang to her 
knees, snorting, ‘Man!’ 

‘Uhh!’ said Mysa the Wild Buffalo (Mowgli could 
hear him turn in his wallow), ‘that is no man. It is only 
the hairless wolf of the Seeonee Pack, On such nights 
runs he to and fro.’ 

‘Uhh!’ said the cow, dropping her head again to 
graze, ‘I thought it was Man.’ 

‘I say no. Oh, Mowgli, is it danger?’ lowed Mysa. 

‘Oh, MowgU, is it danger?’ the boy called back 
mockingly. ‘That is all Mysa thinks for: Is it danger? 
But for Mowgli, who goes to and fro in the Jungle 
by night, watching, what do ye care?’ 

‘How loud he cries 1’ said the cow. 

‘Thus do they cry,’ Mysa answered contemptuously, 
‘who, having tom up the grass, know not how to 
eat it.’ 

‘For less than this,’ Mowgh groaned to himself,— 
‘for less than this even last Rains I had pricked Mysa 
out of his wallow, and ridden him through the swamp 
on a rush halter.’ He stretched a hand to break one of 
the feathery reeds, but drew it back with a sigh. Mysa 
went on steadily chewing the cud, and the long grass 
ripped where the cow grazed. ‘I will not die here* 
he said angrily. ‘Mysa, who is of one blood with 
Jacala and the pig, would see me. Let us go beyond 
the swamp and see what comes. Never have I run 
such a spring nmning—hot and cold together. Up, 
Mowgh r 

He could not resist the temptation of stealing across 
the reeds to Mysa and pricking him with the point of 
his knife. The great dripping bull broke out of his 


244 



THE SPRING RUNNING 

wallow like a shell exploding, while MowgU laughed 
till he sat down. 

‘Say now that the hairless wolf of the Seeonee Pack 
once herded thee, Mysa,’ he called. 

‘Wolf! Thou?* the bull snorted, stamping in the mud. 
‘All the Jungle knows thou wast a herder or' tame 
cattle—such a man’s brat as shouts in the dust by the 
crops yonder. TTiowoftheJungle! What hunter would 
have crawled like a snake among the leeches, 3 tid for 
a muddy jest—a jackal’s jest—^have shamed me before 
my cow? Come to firm ground, and I will—w ill...’ 
Mysa frothed at the mouth, for Mysa has nea ly the 
worst temper of am one in the Jungle. 

Mowgli watched liim puff and blow with ey js that 
never changed. When he could make himself heard 
through the pattering mud, he said: ‘What Mar -Pack 
lair here by the marshes, Mysa? This is new Jungle 
to me.’ 

‘Go north, then,’ roared the angry bull, for Mowgli 
had pricked him rather sharply. ‘It was a naked cow¬ 
herd’s jest. Go and tell them at the village at the foot 
of the marsh.’ 

‘The Man-Pack do not love Jungle-tales, nor do I 
think, Mysa, that a scratch more or less on thy hide 
is any matter for a council. But I will go and look at 
this village. Yes, I will go. Softly now. It is not every 
that the Master of the Jungle comes to herd 

He stepped out to the shivering ground on the edge 
of the marsh, well knowing that Mysa would never 
charge over it, and laughed-, as he ran, to think of the 
bull’s anger. 


night 

thee.’ 
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‘My strengdi is not altogether gone,’ he said. ‘It 
may be that the poison is not to the bone. There is a 
star sitting low yonder.’ He looked at it between his 
half-shut hands. ‘By the Bull that bought me, it is the 
Red Flower—^the Red Flower that I lay beside before 
—before I came even to the first Seeonee Pack! Now 
that I have seen, I will finish the running.’ 

The marsh ended in a broad plain where a light 
twinkled. It was a long time since Mowgli had con¬ 
cerned himself with the doings of men, but this night 
the glimmer of the Red Flower drew him forward. 

‘I will look,’ said he, ‘as I did in the old days, and I 
will see how far the Man-Pack has changed.’ 

Forgetting that he was no longer in his own Jungle, 
where he could do what he pleased, he trod carelessly 
through the dew-loaded grasses till he came to the hut 
where the light stood. Three or four yelping dogs 
gave tongue, for he was on the outskirts of a village. 

‘Ho!’ said Mowgli, sitting doAvn noiselessly, after 
sending back a deep wolf-growl that silenced the curs. 
‘What comes will come. Mowgli, what hast thou to 
do any more with the lairs of the Man-Pack?’ He 
rubbed his mouth, remembering where a stone had 
struck it years ago when the other Man-Pack had cast 
him out. 

The door of the hut opened, and a woman stood 
peering out into the darlmess. A child cried, and the 
woman said over her shoulder; ‘Sleep. It was but a 
jackal that waked the dogs. In a little time morning 
comes.’ 

Mowgli in the grass began to shake as though he 
had fever. He knew that voice well, but to make sure 
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he cried softly, surprised to find how man’s talk came 
back, ‘Messua! O Messua!’ 

‘Who calls?’ said the woman, a quiver in her voice. 

‘Hast thou forgotten?’ said Mowgli. His throat was 
dry as he spoke. 

‘Ifit be thoUy what name did I give thee? Say!’ She 
had half shut the door, and her hand was clut ;hing 
at her breast. 

‘Nathoo! Oh^, Nathoo!’ said Mowgh, for, a. you 
remember, that was die name Messua gave him vhen 
he first came to the Man-Pack. 

‘Come, my son,’ slie called, and Mowgli steoped 
into the hght, and looked full at Messua, the w( man 
who had been good to him, and whose life he had 
saved from the Man-Pack so long before. She was 
older, and her hair was grey, but her eyes anc her 
voice had not changed. Woman-like, she expeettd to 
find Mowgli where she had left him, and her eyes 
travelled upward in a puzzled way from his chest to 
his head, that touched the top of die door. 

‘My son,’ she stammered; and then, sinking to his 
feet: ‘But it is no longer my son. It is a Codling of the 
Woods! Ahail' 

As he stood in the red hght of the oil-lamp, strong, 
tall, and beautiful, his long black hair sweeping over 
his shoulders, the knife swinging at his neck, and his 
head crowned with a wreath of white jasmine, he 
might easily have been mistaken for some wild god 
of a Jungle legend. The child half asleep on a cot sprang 
up and shrieked aloud with terror. Messua turned to 
soothe him, while Mowgli stood still, looking in at the 
water-jars and the cooking-pots, the grain-bin, and all 


247 



THE JUNGLE BOOKS 

the Other human belongings that he found himself 
remembering so well. 

‘What wdt thou eat or drink?’ Messua mur¬ 
mured. ‘This is all thine. We owe our lives to thee. 
But art thou him I called Nathoo, or a Codling, 
indeed?’ 

‘I am Nathoo,’ said Mowgli. ‘I am very far from 
my own place. I saw this Hght, and came hither. I did 
not know thou wast here.’ 

‘After we came to Khanhiwara,’ Messua said timidly, 
‘the English would have helped us against those vil¬ 
lagers that sought to bum us. Rememberest thou?’ 

‘Indeed, I have not forgotten.’ 

‘But when the English Law was made ready, we 
went to the village of those evil people, and it was no 
more to be found.’ 

‘That also I remember,’ said Mowgli, with a quiver 
of his nostril. 

‘My man, therefore, took service in the fields, and 
at last—for, indeed, he was a strong man—we held a 
little land here. It is not so rich as the old village, but 
we do not need much—^we two.’ 

‘Where is he—^the man that dug in the dirt when 
he was afraid on that night?’ 

‘He is dead—a year.’ 

‘And he?’ Mowgh pointed to the child. 

‘My son that was bom two Rains ago. If thou art a 
Codling, give him the Favour of the Jungle, that he 
may be safe among thy—thy people, as we were safe 
on that night.’ 

She hfted up the child, who, forgetting his fright, 
reached out to play with the knife that hung on 
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Mowgli’s chest, and Mowgli put the Uttle fingers aside 
very carefully. 

‘And if thou art Nathoo whom the tiger carried 
away,’ Messua went on, choking, ‘he is then thy 
younger brother. Give him an elder brother’s blessing.’ 

^Hai-mai! What do I know of the thing called a 
blessing? I am neither a Godling nor his brother*, and 
—O mother, mother, my heart is heavy in mtHe 
shivered as he set down die child. 

‘Like enough,’ said Messua, busding amon^ the 
cooking-pots. ‘This comes of running about the 
marshes by night. Beyond question, the fever had 
soaked thee to die marrow.’ Mowgli smiled a H'de at 
the idea of anything m the Jungle hurting him.' I wdl 
make a fire, and thou shalt drink warm milk. Put iway 
the jasmine wreath: the smell is heavy in so sr laU a 
place.’ 

Mowgli sat down, muttering, with his face in his 
hands. All manner of strange feelings that he had never 
felt before were running over him, exactly as though 
he had been poisoned, and he felt dizzy and a litde sick. 
He drank the warm nulk in long gulps, Messua pat¬ 
ting him on the shoulder from time to time, not quite 
sure whether he were her son Nathoo of the long-ago 
days, or some wonderful Jungle being, but glad to feel 
that he was at least flesh and blood. 

‘Son,’ she said at last,—^her eyes were full of pride,— 
‘have any told thee that thou art beautiful beyond all 
men?’ 

‘Hah?’ said Mowgh, for naturally he had never heard 
anything of the kind. Messua laughed sofdy and hap¬ 
pily. The look in his face was enough for her. 
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‘I am the first, then? It is right, though it comes 
seldom, that a mother should tell her son these good 
things. Thou art very beautiful. Never have I looked 
upon such a man.’ 

Mowgli twisted his head and tried to see over his 
own hard shoulder, and Messua laughed again so long 
that Mowgli, not knowing why, was forced to laugh 
with her, and the child ran from one to the odier, 
laughing too. 

‘Nay, thou must not mock thy brother,’ said 
Messua, catching him to her breast. ‘When thou art 
one-half as fair we will marry thee to the youngest 
daughter of a king, and thou shalt ride great elephants.’ 

Mowgli could not vmderstand one word in three of 
the talk here; the warm milk was taking effect on him 
after his long run, so he curled up and in a minute was 
deep asleep, and Messua put the hair back from his 
eyes, threw a cloth over him, and was happy. Jungle- 
fashion, he slept out the rest of that night and all the 
next day; for his instincts, which never wholly slept, 
warned him there was nothing to fear. He waked at 
last with a bound that shook the hut, for the cloth 
over his face made him dream of traps; and there he 
stood, his hand on his knife, the sleep all heavy in his 
rolling eyes, ready for any fight. 

Messua laughed, and set the evening meal before 
him. There were only a few coarse cakes baked over 
the smoky fixe, some rice, and a lump of sour pre¬ 
served tamarinds—just enough to go on with till he 
could get to his evening kill. The smell of the dew in 
the marshes made him himgry and restless. He wanted 
to finish his spring running, but the child insisted on 
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sitting in his arms, and Messua would have it that his 
long, blue-black hair must be combed out. So she 
sang, as she combed, fooUsh Uttle baby-songs, now 
calling Mowgh her son, and now begging him to give 
some of his Jungle power to the child. The hut door 
was closed, but MowgU heard a sound he knew well, 
and saw Messua’s jaw drop with horror as a great ^rey 
paw came under the bottom of the door, and (Jrey 
Brother outside whined a muffled and penitent w tiine 
of anxiety and fear. 

‘Out and wait! Ye would not come when I caked,’ 
said Mowgh in Jungle-talk, without turning his 1 ead, 
and the great grey paw disappeared. 

‘Do not—do not bring thy—thy servants with t lee,’ 
said Messua. ‘I—we h.ive always lived at peace with 
the Jungle.’ 

‘It is peace,’ said Mowgli, rising. ‘Think of that night 
on the road to Kdianhiwara. There were scores of such 
folk before thee and behind thee. But I see that even 
in springtime the Jungle-People do not always forget. 
Mother, I go.’ 

Messua drew aside humbly—^he was indeed a wood- 
god, she thought; but as his hand was on the door 
the mother in her made her throw her arms round 
Mowgh’s neck again and again. 

‘Come back!’ she whispered. ‘Son or no son, come 
back, for I love thee—Look, he too grieves.’ 

The child was crying because the man with the shiny 
knife was going away. 

‘Come back again,’ Messua repeated. ‘By night or 
by day this door is never shut to thee.’ 

Mowgh’s throat worked as though the cords in it 
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were being pulled, and his voice seemed to be dragged 
from it as he answered, ‘I will surely come back.’ 

‘And now,’ he said, as he put by the head of the 
fawning wolf on the threshold, ‘I have a little cry 
against thee. Grey Brother. Why came ye not all four 
when I called so long ago?’ 

‘So long ago? It was but last night. I—^we—were 
singing in the Jungle the new songs, for this is the 
Time of New Talk. Rememberest thou?’ 

‘Truly, truly.’ 

‘And as soon as the songs were sung,’ Grey Brother 
went on earnestly, ‘I followed thy trail. I ran from 
all the others and followed hot-foot. But, O Little 
Brother, what hast thou done, eating and sleeping with 
the Man-Pack?’ 

‘If ye had come when I called, this had never been,’ 
said Mowgh, running much faster. 

‘And now what is to be?’ said Grey Brother. 

Mowgh was going to answer when a girl in a white 
cloth came down some path that led from the out¬ 
skirts of the village. Grey Brother dropped out of sight 
at once, and MowgU backed noiselessly into a field of 
high-springing crops. He could almost have touched 
her with his hand when the warm, green stalks closed 
before his face and he disappeared like a ghost. The 
girl screamed, for she thought she had seen a spirit, 
and then she gave a deep sigh. Mowgh parted the 
stalks with his hands and watched her dll she was out 
of sight. 

‘And now I do not know,’ he said, sighing in his 
turn. ‘ Why did ye not come when I called?’ 

‘We follow thee—^we follow thee,’ Grey Brother 
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mumbled, licking at Mowgli’s heel. ‘We follow thee 
always, except in the Time of the New Talk.’ 

‘And would ye follow me to the Man-Pack?’ 
Mowgh whispered. 

‘Did I not follow thee on the night our old Pack cast 
thee out? Who waked thee lying among the crcps?’ 

‘Ay, but again?’ 

‘Have I not followed thee to-night?’ 

‘Ay, but again and again, and it may be again,' jrey 
Brother?’ 

Grey Brother was silent. When he spoke he gro vied 
to himself, ‘The Black One spoke truth.’ 

‘And he said?’ 

‘Man goes to Man at the last. Raksha, our mo'her, 
said-’ 

‘So also said Akela on the night of Red E og,’ 
Mowgli muttered. 

‘So also says Kaa, who is wiser than us all.’ 

‘What dost thou say. Grey Brother?’ 

‘They cast thee out once, with bad talk. They cut 
thy mouth with stones. They sent Buldeo to slay thee. 
They would have thrown thee into the Red Flower. 
Thou, and not I, hast said that they are evil and sense¬ 
less. Thou, and not I—I follow my own people—didst 
let in the Jungle upon them. Thou, and not I, didst 
make song against them more bitter even than our 
song against Red Dog.’ 

‘I ask thee what thou sayest?’ 

They were talking as they ran. Grey Brother can¬ 
tered on a while without replying, and then he said, 
—^between bound and bound as it were,—‘Man-cub— 
Master of the Jungle—Son of Raksha, Lair-brother to 
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me—though I forget for a little while in the spring, 
thy trail is my trail, thy lair is my lair, thy kill is my 
kill, and thy death-fight is my death-fight. I speak for 
the Three. But what wilt thou say to the Jungle?’ 

‘That is well thought. Between die sight and the kill 
it is not good to wait. Go before and cry them all to 
the Council Rock, and I will tell them what is in my 
stomach. But they may not come—^in the Time of 
New Talk they may forget me,’ 

‘Hast thou, then, forgotten nothing?’ snapped Grey 
Brother over his shoulder, as he laid himself down to 
gallop, and Mowgli followed, thinking. 

At any other season the news would have called all 
the Jvmgle together with bristling necks, but now they 
were busy hunting and fighting and killing and sing¬ 
ing. From one to another Grey Brother ran, crying: 
‘The Master of the Jungle goes back to Man! Come to 
the Council Rock.’ And the happy, eager People only 
answered: ‘He will return in the summer heats. The 
Rains will drive him to lair. Run and sing with us. 
Grey Brother.’ 

‘But the Master of the Jungle goes back to Man,’ 
Grey Brother would repeat. 

‘Eee — Yoawa? Is the Time of New Talk any less 
sweet for that?’ they would reply. So when Mowgli, 
heavy-hearted, came up through the well-remem¬ 
bered rocks to the place where he had been brought 
into the Coimcil, he found only the Four, Baloo, who 
was nearly blind with age, and the heavy, cold-blooded 
Kaa coiled around Akela’s empty seat. 

‘Thy trail ends here, then, Manling?’ said Kaa, as 
Mowgh direw himself down, his face in his hands. 
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‘Cry thy cry. We be of one blood, thou and I—man 
and snake together.’ 

‘Why did I not die under Red Dog?’ the boy 
moaned. ‘My strength is gone from me, and it is not 
any poison. By night and by day I hear a double step 
upon my trail. When I turn my head it is as though 
one had hidden himself from me that instant. 11 o to 
look behind the trees and he is not there. I cal) and 
none cry again; but it is as though one Ustenec and 
kept back the answer. I lie down, but I do not rest. 
I run the spring running, but I am not made s ill. I 
bathe, but I am not made cool. The kill sickem me, 
but I have no heart to fight except I kill. The Red 
Flower is in my body, my bones are water—ai d—I 
know not what I know.’ 

‘What need of talk?’ said Baloo slowly, tumin g his 
head to where Mowgli lay. ‘Akela by the rivet said 
it, that Mowgli should drive Mowgli back to the 
Man-Pack. I said it. But who listens now to Baloo? 
Bagheera—where is Bagheera this night?—^he knows 
also. It is the Law.’ 

‘When we met at Cold Lairs, Manling, I knew it,’ 
said Kaa, turning a htde in his mighty coils. ‘Man goes 
to Man at the last, though the Jungle does not cast 
him out.’ 

The Four looked at one another and at Mowgli, 
puzzled but obedient. 

‘The Jungle does not cast me out, then?’ Mowgh 
stammered. 

Grey Brother and the Three growled furiously, be¬ 
ginning, ‘So long as we live none shall dare-’ But 

Baloo checked them. 
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‘I taught thee the Law. It is for me to speak,’ he said; 
‘and, though I cannot now see the rocks before me, I 
see far. Little Frog, take thine own trail; make thy lair 
with thine own blood and pack and people; but when 
there is need of foot or tooth or eye, or a word carried 
swiftly by night, remember. Master of the Jungle, the 
Jungle is thine at call.’ 

‘The Middle Jungle is thine also,’ said Kaa. ‘I speak 
for no small people.’ 

‘Hai-mai, my brothers,’ cried Mowgli, throwing up 
his arms with a sob. ‘I know not what I know! I 
would not go; but I am drawn by both feet. How 
shall I leave these nights?’ 

‘Nay, look up. Little Brother,’ Baloo repeated. 
‘There is no shame in this hunting. When the honey 
: is eaten we leave the empty hive.’ 

‘Having cast the skin,’ said Kaa, ‘we may not creep 
into it afresh. It is the Law.’ 

‘Listen, dearest of all to me,’ said Baloo. ‘There is 
neither word nor will here to hold thee back. Look up! 
Who may question the Master of the Jungle? I saw 
thee playing among the white pebbles yonder when 
thou wast a little frog; and Bagheera, that bought thee 
for the price of a yoimg bull newly killed, saw thee 
also. Of that Looking-over we two only remain; for 
Raksha, thy lair-mother, is dead with thy lair-father; 
the old Wolf-Pack is long since dead; thou knowest 
whither Shere Khan went, and Akela died among the 
dholes, where, but for thy wisdom and strength, the 
second Seeonee Pack would also have died. There re¬ 
mains nothing but old bones. It is no longer the Man- 
cub that asks leave of his Pack, but the Master of the 
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Jungle that changes his trail. Who shall question Man 
in his ways?’ 

‘But Bagheera and the Bull that bought me,’ said 
Mowgli. ‘I would not-’ 

His words were cut short by a roar and a crash in 
the thicket below, and Bagheera, light, strong, ind 
terrible as always, stood before him. 

‘ Therefore,' he said, stretching out a dripping ri jht 
paw, ‘I did not come. It was a long hunt, but he lies 
dead in the bushes now -a bull in his second year— Jie 
Bull that frees thee. Little Brother. All debts are f lid 
now. For the rest, ni) word is Baloo’s word.’ He 
licked Mowgh’s foot. ‘Remember, Bagheera loi ed 
thee,’ he cried, and bounded away. At the foot of he 
hill he cried again long .ind loud: ‘Good hunting o; i a 
new trail. Master of the Jungle! Remember, Bagha ;ra 
loved thee.’ 

‘Thou hast heard,’ said Baloo. ‘There is no more. 
Go now; but first come to me. O wise Little Frog, 
come to me!’ 

‘It is hard to cast the skin,’ said Kaa as Mowgli 
sobbed and sobbed, with his head on the blind bear’s 
side and his arms round his neck, while Baloo tried 
feebly to lick his feet. 

‘The stars are thin,’ said Grey Brother, snuffing at 
the dawn wind. ‘Where shall we lair to-day? for, from 
now, we follow new trails.’ 

And this is the last of the Mowgli stories. 
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[This is the song that MowgU heard behind him in 
the Jungle till he came to Messua’s door again.] 

Baloo 

For the sake of him who showed 
One wise Frog the Jungle-Road, 

Keep the Law the Man-Pack make — 

For thy blind Ad Baloo*s sake! 

Clean or tainted, hot or stale. 

Hold it as it were the Trail, 

I 

Through the day and through the night. 

Questing neither left nor right. 

For the sake of him who loves 
Thee beyond all else that moves. 

When thy Pack would make thee pain. 

Say: ‘ Tabaqui sings again.* 

When thy Pack would work thee ill. 

Say: ^Shere Khan is yet to kill.* 

When the knife is drawn to slay. 

Keep the Law and go thy way. 

{Root and honey, palm and spathe. 

Guard a cub from harm and scathe!) 

Wood and Water, Wind and Tree, 
Jungle-Favour go with thee! 
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Kaa 

Anger is the egg of Fear- 
Only lidless eyes are clear. 
Cobra-poison none may leech. 

Even so with Cobra-speech. 

Open talk shall call to thee 
' Strength, whose mate is Courtesy. 
Send no lunge beyond thy length; 

Lend no rotten bough thy strength. 
Gauge thy gape with buck or goat. 
Lest thine eye should choke thy throat. 
After gorging, wouldst thou sleep? 
Look thy den is hid and deep. 

Lest a wrong, by thee forgot. 

Draw thy killer to the spot. 

East and West and North and South, 
Wash thy hide and close thy mouth. 
[Pit and rift and blue pool-brim. 
Middle Jungle follow him!) 

Wood and Water, Wind and Tree, 
Jungle-Favour go with thee! 
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Bagheera 

In the cage my life began; 

Well I know the worth of Man. 

By the Broken Lock that freed— . 
Man-cub, 'ware the Man-cub's breed!\ v 
Scenting-dew or starlight pale, 5 
Choose no tangled tree-cat trail. 

Pack or council, hunt or den. 

Cry no truce with Jackal-Men. 

Feed them silence when they say: 

‘Come with us an easy way.' 

Feed them silence when they seek 
Help of thine to hurt the weak. 

Make no bandar’s boast of skill; 

Hold thy peace above the kill. 

Let nor call nor song nor sign 
Turn thee from thy hunting-line. 
{Morning mist or twilight clear. 

Serve him. Wardens of the Deer!) 
Wood and Water, Wind and Tree, 
Jungle-Favour go with thee! 
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The Three 

On the trail that thou must tread 
To the thresholds of our dread, 

Where the Flower blossoms red; 
Through the nights when thou shalt lie 
Prisoned from our Mother-sky, 
Hearing us, thy loves, go by; 

In the dawns when thou shalt wake 
To the toil thou canst not break. 
Heartsick for the Jungle’s sake: 

Wood and Water, Wind and Tree, 
Wisdom, Strength, and Courtesy, 
Jungle-Favour go with thee! 
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‘RIKKI-TIKKI-TAVr 


At the hole where he went in 
Red-Eye called to Wrinkle-Skin. 

Hear what little Red-Eye saith; 

‘Nag, come up and dance with death!’ 

Eye to eye and head to head, 

(Keep the measure. Nag.) 

This shall end when one is dead; 

(At thy pleasure. Nag.) 

Turn for turn and twist for twist— 

(Run and hide thee. Nag.) 

Hah! The ho< )ded Death has missed! 

(Woe betide thee. Nag!) 

T his is the story of the great war that Rikki- 
tikki-tavi fought single-handed, through the bath¬ 
rooms of the big bungalow in Segowlee canton¬ 
ment. Darzee, the tailor-bird, helped him, and Chu- 
chundra, the musk-rat, who never comes out into the 
middle of the floor, but always creeps round by the 
wall, gave him advice; but Rikki-tikki did the real 
fighting. 

He was a mongoose, rather like a Uttle cat in 
his fur and his tail, but quite like a weasel in his 
head and his habits. His eyes and the end of his rest¬ 
less nose were pink; he could scratch himself any¬ 
where he pleased, with any leg, front or back, that 
he chose to use; he could fluff up his tail till it 
looked like a bottle-brush, and his war-cry, as he 
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scuttled through the long grass, was: ‘Rikk-tikk-tikki- 
tikki-tchkr 

One day, a high smnmer flood washed him out of 
the burrow where he lived with his father and mother, 
and carried him, kicking and clucking, down a road¬ 
side ditch. He foimd a little wisp of grass floating there, 
and clung to it till he lost his senses. When he revived, 
he was lying in the hot sun on the middle of a garden 
path, very draggled indeed, and a small boy was say¬ 
ing: ‘Here’s a dead mongoose. Let’s have a funeral.’ 

‘No,’ said his mother; ‘let’s take him in and dry him. 
Perhaps he isn’t really dead.’ 

They took him into the house, and a big man picked 
him up between his finger and thumb, and said he 
was not dead but half choked; so they wrapped him 
in cotton-wool, and warmed him, and he opened his 
eyes and sneezed. 

‘Now,’said the big man (he was an Englishman who 
had just moved into the bungalow); ‘don’t frighten 
him, and we’ll see what he’ll do.’ 

It is the hardest thing in the world to frighten a 
mongoose, because he is eaten up from nose to tail 
with curiosity. The motto of all the mongoose family 
is, ‘Run and find out’; and Rikki-tikki was a true mon¬ 
goose. He looked at the cotton-wool, decided that it 
was not good to eat, ran all round the table, sat up and 
put his fur in order, scratched himself, and jumped on 
the small boy’s shoulder. 

‘Don’t be frightened, Teddy,’ said his father. ‘That’s 
his way of making friends.’ 

‘Ouch! He’s tickling under my chin,’ said Teddy. 

Rikki-tikki looked down between the boy’s collar 
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and neck, snuffed at his ear, and climbed down to the 
floor, where he sat rubbing his nose. 

‘Good gracious,’ said Teddy’s mother, ‘and that’s a 
wild creature! I suppose he’s so tame because we’ve 
been kind to him.’ 

‘All mongooses are like that,’ said her husband. ‘If 
Teddy doesn’t pick him up by the tail, or try to put 
him in a cage, he’ll run in and out of the house all day 
long. Let’s give him something to eat.’ 

They gave him a Uttle piece of raw meat. Ri kki- 
tikki liked it immensely, and when it was fmishe 1 he 
went out into the veranda and sat in the sunshine and 
fluffed up his fur to make it dry to the roots. The i he 
felt better. 

‘There are more things to find out about in this 
house,’ he said to himself, ‘than all my family c« »uld 
find out in all their lives. I shall certainly stay and 
find out.’ 

He spent all that day roaming over the house. He 
nearly drowned himself in the bath-tubs, put his nose 
into the ink on a writing-table, and burnt it on the 
end of the big man’s cigar, for he chmbed up in the 
big man’s lap to see how writing was done. At night¬ 
fall he ran into Teddy’s nursery to watch how 
kerosene-lamps were hghted, and when Teddy went 
to bed Rikki-tikki chmbed up too; but he was a rest¬ 
less companion, because he had to get up and attend to 
every noise all through the night, and find out what 
made it. Teddy’s mother and father came in, the last 
thing, to look at their boy, and Rikki-tikki was awake 
on the pillow. ‘I don’t like that,’ said Teddy’s mother; 
‘he may bite the child.’ ‘He’ll do no such thing,’ said 
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the father. ‘Teddy’s safer with that Httle beast than if 
he had a bloodhound to watch him. If a snake came 
into the nursery now-’ 

But Teddy’s mother wouldn’t think of anything so 
awful. 

Early in the morning Rikki-tikki came to early 
breakfast in the veranda riding on Teddy’s shoulder, 
and they gave him banana and some boiled egg; and 
he sat on all their laps one after the other, because 
every well-brought-up mongoose always hopes to be 
a house-mongoose some day and have rooms to run 
about in, and Rikki-tikki’s mother (she used to live in 
the General’s house at Segowlee) had carefully told 
Rikki what to do if ever he came across white m^. 

Then Rikki-tikki went out into die garden to see 
what was to be seen. It was a large garden, only half 
cultivated, with bushes as big as summer-houses of 
Marshal Niel roses, hme and orange trees, clumps of 
bamboos, and thickets ofhigh grass. Rikki-tikki licked 
his bps. ‘This is a splendid hunting-ground,’ he said, 
and his tail grew bottle-brushy at the thought of it, 
and he scuttled up and down the garden, snuffing here 
and there till he heard very sorrowful voices in a 
thom-bush. 

It was Darzee, the tailor-bird, and his wife. They 
had made a beautiful nest by pulling two big leaves 
together and stitching them up the edges with fibres, 
and had fiUed the hollow with cotton and downy fluff. 
The nest swayed to and fro, as they sat on the rim and 
cried. 

‘What is the matter?’ asked Rikki-tikki. 

‘We are very miserable,’ said Darzee. ‘One of our 


270 



RIKKI-TIKKI-TAVI 


babies fell out of the nest yesterday, and Nag ate 
him.’ 

‘H’m!’ said Rikki-tikki, ‘that is very sad—^but I am 
a stranger here. Who is Nag?’ 

Darzee and his wife only cowered down in the nest 
without answering, for from the thick grass at the foot 
of the bush there came a low hiss—a horrid cold sc und 
that made Rikki-tikki jump back two clear feet. T hen 
inch by inch out of the grass rose up the head and 
spread hood of Nag, the big black cobra, and he was 
five feet long from tongue to tail. When he had 1 fted 
one-third of himself dear of the ground, he stayed 
balancing to and fro exactly as a dandeUon tuft 
balances in the wind, and he looked at Rikki- ikki 
with the wicked snake’s eyes that never change t heir 
expression, whatever the snake may be thinking )f. 

‘Who is Nag?’ said he. ‘/ am Nag. The great god 
Brahm put his mark upon all our people when the 
first cobra spread his hood to keep the sun off Brahm 
as he slept. Look, and be afraid!’ 

He spread out his hood more than ever, and Rikki- 
tikki saw the spectacle-mark on the back of it that 
looks exactly like the eye part of a hook-and-eye 
fastening. He was afraid for the minute; but it is im¬ 
possible for a mongoose to stay frightened for any 
length of time, and though Rikki-tikki had never met 
a Uve cobra before, his mother had fed him on dead 
ones, and he knew that all a grown mongoose’s 
business in life was to fight and eat snakes. Nag knew 
that too, and at the bottom of his cold heart he was 
afraid. 

‘Well,’ said Rikki-tikki, and his tail began to fluff 
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up again, ‘marks or no marks, do you think it is right 
for you to eat fledglings out of a nest?’ 

Nag was thinking to himself, and watching the 
least httle movement in the grass behind Rikki-tikki. 
He knew that mongooses in the garden meant death 
sooner or later for him and his family, but he wanted 
to get Rikki-tikki off his guard. So he dropped his 
head a httle, and put it on one side. 

‘Let us talk,’ he said. ‘You eat eggs. Why should not 
I eat birds?’ 

‘Behind you! Look behind you!’ sang Darzee. 

Rikki-tildci knew better than to waste time in 
staring. He jumped up in the air as high as he could 
go, and just under him whizzed by the head of 
Nagamaj,Nag’s wicked wife. She had crept up behind 
him as he was talking, to make an end of him; and he 
heard her savage hiss as the stroke missed. He came 
down almost across her back, and if he had been an 
old mongoose he would have known that then was 
the time to break her back with one bite; but he was 
afraid of the terrible lashing return-stroke of the cobra. 
He bit, indeed, but did not bite long enough, and he 
jumped clear of the whisking tail, leaving Nagaina 
tom and angry. 

‘Wicked, wicked Darzee!’ said Nag, lashing up as 
high as he could reach toward the nest in the thorn- 
bush ; but Darzee had built it out of reach of snakes, 
and it only swayed to and fro. 

Rikki-tikki felt his eyes growing red and hot (when 
a mongoose’s eyes grow red, he is angry), and he sat 
back on his tail and hind legs like a little kangaroo, 
and looked all roimd him, and chattered with rage. 
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But Nag and Nagaina had disappeared into the grass. 
When a snake misses its stroke, it never says anything 
or gives any sign of what it means to do next. Rikki- 
tikki did not care to follow them, for he did not feel 
sure that he could manage two snakes at once. So he 
trotted off to the gravel path near the house, and sat 
down to think. It was a serious matter for him. 

If you read the old books of natural history, rou 
will find they say that when the mongoose fights the 
snake and happens to get bitten, he runs off and ;ats 
some herb that cures him. That is not true. The vict )ry 
is only a matter of quit kness of eye and quicknes of 
foot,—snake’s blow against mongoose’s jump,—^. nd 
as no eye can follow the motion of a snake’s h ad 
when it strikes, that makes things much more wond ;r- 
ful than any magic herb. Rikki-tikki knew he A/as 
a young mongoose, and it made him all the more 
pleased to think that he had managed to escape a blow 
from behind. It gave him confidence in himself, and 
when Teddy came running down the path, Rikki- 
tikki was ready to be petted. 

But just as Teddy was stooping, something flinched 
a little in the dust, and a tiny voice said: ‘Be careful. 
I am death!’ It was Karait, the dusty brown snakeling 
that lies for choice on the dusty earth; and his bite is 
as dangerous as the cobra’s. But he is so small that 
nobody thinks of him, and so he does the more harm 
to people. 

Rikki-tikki’s eyes grew red again, and he danced up 
to Karait with the pecuhar rocking, swaying motion 
that he had inherited from his family. It looks very 
funny, but it is so perfectly balanced a gait that you 
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can fly off from it at any angle you please; and in 
dealing with snakes this is an advantage. IfRikki-tikki 
had only known, he was doing a much more danger¬ 
ous thing than flghdng Nag, for Karait is so small, 
and can turn so quickly, that unless Rikki bit him close 
to the back of the head, he would get the return-stroke 
in his eye or lip. But Rikki did not know: his eyes 
were all red, and he rocked back and forth, looking for 
a good place to hold. Karait struck out. Rikki jumped 
sideways and tried to run in, but the wicked little 
dusty grey head lashed within a fraction of his 
shoulder, and he had to jump over the body, and the 
head followed his heels close. 

Teddy shouted to the house: ‘Oh, look here! Our 
mongoose is killing a snake’; and Rikki-tikki heard a 
scream from Teddy’s mother. His father ran out with 
a stick, but by the time he came up, Karait had lunged 
out once too far, and Rikki-tikki had sprung, jumped 
on the snake’s back, dropped his head far between his 
fore-legs, bitten as high up the back as he could get 
hold, and rolled away. That bite paralysed Karait, and 
Rikki-tikki was just going to eat him up from the tail, 
after the custom of his family at dinner, when he re¬ 
membered that a full meal makes a slow mongoose, 
and if he wanted all his strength and quickness ready, 
he must keep himself thin. 

He went away for a dust-bath under the castor-oil 
bushes, while Teddy’s father beat the dead Karait. 
‘What is the use of that?’ thought Rikki-tikki. ‘I have 
settled it all’; and then Teddy’s mother picked him up 
from the dust and hugged him, crying that he had 
saved Teddy from death, and Teddy’s father said that 
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he was a providence, and Teddy looked on with big 
scared eyes. Rikki-tikki was rather amused at all the 
fuss, which, of course, he did not understand. Teddy’s 
mother might just as well have petted Teddy for 
playing in the dust. Rikki was thoroughly enjoying 
himself. 

That night, at dinner, walking to and fro amon^ the 
wine-glasses on the table, he could have stuffed I im- 
self three times over with nice things; but he re¬ 
membered Nag and Nagaina, and though it was ’ ery 
pleasant to be patted and petted by Teddy’s mot ler, 
and to sit on Teddy’s slioulder, his eyes would get red 
from time to time, and he would go off into his 1 )ng 
war-cry of ‘Rikk-tikk-tikki-tikki-tchk!’ 

Teddy carried him off to bed, and insisted on Ril ki- 
tikki sleeping under his chin. Rikki-tikki was too \\ ell- 
bred to bite or scratcli, but as soon as Teddy was 
asleep he went off for his nightly walk round the 
house, and in the dark he ran up against Chuchundra, 
the musk-rat, creeping round by the wall. Chuchundra 
is a broken-hearted little beast. He whimpers and 
cheeps all the night, trying to make up his mind to 
run into the middle of the room, but he never gets 
there. 

‘Don’t kill me,’ said Chuchundra, almost weeping. 
‘Rikki-tikki, don’t kill me.’ 

‘Do you think a snake-killer kills musk-rats?’ said 
Rikki-tikki scornfully. 

‘Those who kill snakes get killed by snakes,’ said 
Chuchundra, more sorrowfully than ever. ‘And how 
am I to be sure that Nag won’t mistake me for you 
some dark night?’ 
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‘There’s not the least danger,’ said Rikki-tikki; ‘but 
Nag is in the garden, and I know you don’t go there.’ 

‘My cousin Chua, the rat, told me-’ said Chu- 

chundra, and then he stopped. 

‘Told you what?’ 

‘H’sh! Nag is everywhere, Rikki-tikki. You should 
have talked to Chua in the garden.’ 

‘I didn’t—^so you must tell me. Quick, Chuchundra, 
or I’ll bite you!’ 

Chuchundra sat down and cried till the tears rolled 
off his whiskers. ‘I am a very poor man,’ he sobbed. 
‘I never had spirit enough to run out into the middle of 
the room. H’sh! I musm’t tell you anything. Can’t 
you hear, Rikki-tikki?’ 

Rikki-tikki hstened. The house was as still as still, 
but he thought he could just catch the faintest scratch- 
scratch in the world,—a noise as faint as that of a wasp 
walking on a window-pane,—the dry scratch of a 
snake’s scales on brickwork. 

‘That’s Nag or Nagaina,’ he said to himself; ‘and 
he is crawling into the bath-room sluice. You’re right, 
Chuchundra; I should have talked to Chua.’ 

He stole off to Teddy’s bath-room, but there was 
nothing there, and then to Teddy’s mother’s bath¬ 
room. At the bottom of the smooth plaster wall there 
was a brick pulled out to make a sluice for the bath¬ 
water, and as Rikki-tikki stole in by the masonry curb 
where the bath is put, he heard Nag and Nagaina 
whispering together outside in the moonHght. 

‘When the house is emptied of people,’ said 
Nagaina to her husband, *he will have to go away, and 
then the garden will be our own again. Go in quietly, 
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and remember that the big man who killed Karait is 
the first one to bite. Then come out and tell me, and 
we will hunt for Rikki-tikki together.’ 

‘But are you sure that there is anything to be gained 
by killing the people?* said Nag. 

‘Everything. When there were no people in the 
bungalow, did we have any mongoose in the gai den? 
So long as the bungalow is empty, we are king and 
queen of the garden; and remember that as so( m as 
our eggs in the melcm-bed hatch (as they ma' ■ to¬ 
morrow), our children will need room and quiet ’ 

‘I had not thought of that,’ said Nag. ‘I will go but 
there is no need that we should hunt for Rikki- ikki 
afterward. I will kill the big man and his wife, and 
the child if I can, and come away quietly. Ther the 
bungalow will be emjity, and Rikki-tikki will go.’ 

Rikki-tikki tingled all over with rage and hatred at 
this, and then Nag’s head came through the sluice, and 
his five feet of cold body followed it. Angry as he was, 
Rikki-tikki was very frightened as he saw the size of 
the big cobra. Nag coiled himself up, raised his head, 
and looked into the bath-room in the dark, and Rikki 
could see his eyes ghtter. 

‘Now, if I kill him here, Nagaina will know; and if 
I fight him on the open floor, the odds are in his 
favour. What am I to do?’ said Rikki-tikki-tavi. 

Nag waved to and fro, and then Rikki-tikki heard 
him drinking from the biggest water-jar that was used 
to fill the bath. ‘That is good,’ said the snake. ‘Now, 
when Karait was killed, the big man had a stick. He 
may have that stick still, but when he comes in to 
bathe in the morning he will not have a stick. I shall 
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wait here till he comes. Nagaina—do you hear me?— 
I shall wait here in the cool till daytime.’ 

There was no answer from outside, so Rikki-tikki 
knew Nagaina had gone away. Nag coiled himself 
down, coil by coil, round the bulge at the bottom of 
the water-jar, and Rikki-tikki stayed still as death. 
After an hour he began to move, muscle by muscle, 
toward the jar. Nag was asleep, and Rikki-tikki looked 
at his big back, wondering which would be the best 
place for a good hold. ‘If I don’t break his back at the 
first jump,’ said Rikki, ‘he can still fight; and if he 
fights—oh, Rikki!’ He looked at the thickness of the 
neck below the hood, but that was too much for him; 
and a bite near the tail would only make Nag savage. 

‘It must be the head,’ he said at last; ‘the head above 
the hood; and when I am once there, I must not let 
go.’ 

Then he jumped. The head was lying a little clear of 
the water-jar, under the curve of it; and, as his teeth 
met, Rikki braced his back against the bulge of the red 
earthenware to hold down the head. This gave him 
just one second’s purchase, and he made the most of 
it. Then he was battered to and fro as a rat is shaken 
by a dog—to and fro on the floor, up and down, and 
round in great circles; but his eyes were red, and he 
held on as the body cart-whipped over the floor, 
upsetting the tin dipper and the soap-dish and the 
flesh-brush, and banged against the tin side of the 
bath. As he held he closed his jaws tighter and tighter, 
for he made sure he would be banged to death, and, 
for the honour of his family, he preferred to be found 
with his teeth locked. He was dizzy, aching, and felt 
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shaken to pieces when something went off like a 
thunderclap just behind him; a hot wind knocked him 
senseless, and red fire singed his fur. The big man had 
been wakened by the noise, and had fired both barrels 
of a shot-gun into Nag just behind the hood. 

Rikki-tikki held on with his eyes shut, for now he 
was quite sure he was dead; but the head did not n love, 
and tJie big man picked him up and said: ‘It’s the: non¬ 
goose again, AUce; die little chap has saved our lives 
now.’ Then Teddy’s mother came in with a very 
white face, and saw vhat was left of Nag, and P ikki- 
tikki dragged himself to Teddy’s bedroom and pent 
half the rest of the night shaking himself tendei ly to 
find out whether he really was broken into ‘orty 
pieces, as he fancied. 

When morning came he was very stiff, but well 
pleased with his doings. ‘Now I have Nagaii.a to 
settle with, and she will be worse than five f^ags, 
and there’s no knowing when the eggs she spoke of 
will hatch. Goodness! I must go and see Darzee,’ he 
said. 

Without waiting for breakfast, Rikki-tikki ran to 
the thom-bush where Darzee was singing a song of 
triumph at the top of his voice. The news of Nag’s 
death was all over the garden, for the sweeper had 
thrown the body on the rubbish-heap. 

‘Oh, you stupid tuft of feathers!’ said Rikki-tikki 
angrily. ‘Is this the time to sing?’ 

‘Nag is dead—^is dead—^is dead 1’ sang Darzee. ‘The 
valiant Rikki-tikki caught him by the head and held 
fast. The big man brought the bang-stick, and Nag 
fell in two pieces! He will never eat my babies again.’ 
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‘All that’s true enough; but where’s Nagaina?’ said 
Rikki-tikki, looking carefully round him. 

‘Nagaina came to the bath-room sluice and called 
for Nag,’ Darzee went on; ‘and Nag came out on the 
end of a stick—the sweeper picked him up on the end 
of a stick and threw him upon the rubbish-heap. Let 
us sing about the great, the red-eyed Rikki-tikki!’ and 
Darzee filled his throat and sang. 

‘If I could get up to your nest. I’d roll all your babies 
out!’ said Rikki-tikki. ‘You don’t know when to do 
the right thing at the right time. You’re safe enough in 
your nest there, but it’s war for me down here. Stop 
singing a minute, Darzee.’ 

‘For the great, the beautiful Rikki-tikki’s sake I wiU 
stop,’ said Darzee. ‘What is it, O Killer of the terrible 
Nag?’ 

‘Where is Nagaina, for the third time?’ 

‘On the rubbish-heap by the stables, mourning for 
Nag. Great is Rikki-tikki with the white teeth.’ 

‘Bother my white teeth! Have you ever heard where 
she keeps her eggs?’ 

‘In the melon-bed, on the end nearest the wall, 
where the sun strikes nearly all day. She hid them there 
weeks ago.’ 

‘And you never thought it worth while to tell me? 
The end nearest the wall, you said?’ 

‘Rikki-tikki, you are not going to eat her eggs?’ 

‘Not eat exactly; no. Darzee, if you have a grain of 
sense you will fly off to the stables and pretend that 
your wing is broken, and let Nagaina chase you away 
to this bush. I must get to the melon-bed, and if I 
went there now she’d see me.’ 
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Darzee was a feather-brained little fellow who could 
never hold more than one idea at a time in his head; 
and just because he knew that Nagaina’s children were 
bom in eggs like his own, he didn’t think at first that 
it was fair to kill them. But his wife was a sensible 
bird, and she knew that cobra’s eggs meant young 
cobras later on; so she flew off from the nest, and left 
Darzee to keep the babies warm, and continue his s mg 
about the death of Nag. Darzee was very like a i lan 
in some ways. 

She fluttered in front of Nagaina by the rubb sh- 
heap, and cried out: ‘Oli, my wing is broken! The loy 
in the house threw a stone at me and broke it.’ T len 
she fluttered more desperately than ever. 

Nagaina lifted up her head and hissed: ‘You wan led 
Rikki-tikki when I w<>uld have killed him. Indied 
and truly, you’ve chosen a bad place to be lame n.’ 
And she moved toward Darzee’s wife, slipping along 
over the dust. 

*The boy broke it with a stone!’ shrieked Darzee’s 
wife. 

‘Well, it may be some consolation to you when 
you’re dead to know that I shall settle accounts with 
the boy. My husband lies on the rubbish-heap this 
morning, but before night the boy in the house will 
lie very still. What is the use of running away? I am 
sure to catch you. Little fool, look at me!’ 

Darzee’s wife knew better than to do that, for a bird 
who looks at a snake’s eyes gets so frightened that she 
cannot move. Darzee’s wife fluttered on, piping sor¬ 
rowfully, and never leaving the groimd, and Nagaina 
quickened her pace. 
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Rikki-tikki heard them going up the path from the 
stables, and he raced for the end of the melon-patch 
near the wall. There, in the warm litter about the 
melons, very cunningly hidden, he foimd twenty-five 
eggs, about the size of a bantam’s eggs, but with 
whitish skin instead of shell. 

‘I was not a day too soon,’ he said; for he could see 
the baby cobras curled up inside the skin, and he knew 
that the minute they were hatched they could each 
kill a man or a mongoose. He bit off the tops of the 
eggs as fast as he could, taking care to crush the young 
cobras, and turned over the litter from time to time 
to see whether he had missed any. At last there were 
only three eggs left, and Rikki-tikki began to chuckle 
to himself, when he heard Darzee’s wife screaming: 

‘Rikki-tikki, I led Nagaina toward the house, and 
she has gone into the veranda, and—oh, come quickly 
—she means killing!’ 

Rikki-tikki smashed two eggs, and tumbled back¬ 
ward down the melon-bed with the third egg in his 
mouth, and scuttled to the veranda as hard as he could 
put foot to the ground. Teddy and his mother and 
father were there at early breakfast; but Rikki-tikki 
saw that they were not eating anything. They sat stone- 
still, and their faces were white. Nagaina was coiled up 
on the matting by Teddy’s chair, within easy striking- 
distance of Teddy’s bare leg, and she was swaying to 
and fro singing a song of triumph. 

‘Son of the big man that killed Nag,’ she hissed, ‘stay 
still. I am not ready yet. Wait a little. Keep very still, 
all you three. If you move I strike, and if you do not 
move I strike. Oh, foolish people, who killed my Nag!’ 
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Teddy’s eyes were fixed on his father, and all his 
father could do was to whisper: ‘Sit still, Teddy. You 
mustn’t move. Teddy, keep still.’ 

Then Rikki-tikki came up and cried: ‘Turn round, 
Nagaina; turn and fight!’ 

‘All in good time,’ said she, without moving her 
eyes. ‘I will settle my account with you preset tly. 
Look at your friends, Rikki-tikki. They are still and 
white; they are afraid They dare not move, ani if 
you come a step nearer I strike.’ 

‘Look at your eggs,’ said Rikki-tikki, ‘in the me on- 
bed near the wall. Go ind look, Nagaina.’ 

The big snake turned half round, and saw the ;gg 
on the veranda. ‘Ah-h' Give it to me,’ she said. 

Rikki-tikki put his paws one on each side of the 
egg, and his eyes were blood-red. ‘What price fi -r a 
snake’s egg? For a young cobra? For a young king- 
cobra? For the last—the very last of the brood? The 
ants are eating all the others down by the melon- 
bed.’ 

Nagaina spun clear round, forgetting everything 
for the sake of the one egg; and Rikki-tikki saw 
Teddy’s father shoot out a big hand, catch Teddy by 
the shoulder, and drag him across the little table with 
the tea-cups, safe and out of reach of Nagaina. 

‘Tricked! Tricked! Tricked! Rikk-tck-tck!' chuckled 
Rikki-tikki. ‘The boy is safe, and it was I—I—I that 
caught Nag by the hood last night in the bath-room.’ 
Then he began to jump up and down, all four feet 
together, his head close to the floor. ‘He threw me 
to and fro, but he could not shake me off. He was 
dead before the big man blew him in two. I did it. 
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Rikki-tikki-tck-tckI Come then, Nagaina. Come and 
fight with me. You shall not be a widow long.’ 

Nagaina saw that she had lost her chance of killing 
Teddy, and the egg lay between Rikki-tikki’s paws. 
‘Give me the egg, Rikki-tikki. Give me the last of my 
eggs, and I will go away and never come back,’ she 
said, lowering her hood. 

‘Yes, you will go away, and you will never come 
back; for you will go to the rubbish-heap with Nag. 
Fight, widow! The big man has gone for his gun! 
Fight !* 

Rikki-tikki was bounding all round Nagaina, keep¬ 
ing just out of reach of her stroke, his Httle eyes like 
hot coals. Nagaina gathered herself together, and flung 
out at him. Rikki-tikki jumped up and backward. 
Again and again and again she struck, and each time 
her head came with a whack on the matting of the 
veranda, and she gathered herself together like a 
watch-spring. Then Rikki-tikki danced in a circle to get 
behind her, and Nagaina spun round to keep her head 
to his head, so that the rustle of her tail on the matting 
sounded like dry leaves blown along by the wind. 

He had forgotten the egg. It still lay on the veranda, 
and Nagaina came nearer and nearer to it, till at last, 
while Rikki-tikki was drawing breath, she caught it 
in her mouth, turned to the veranda steps, and flew 
like an arrow down the path, with Rikki-tikki behind 
her. When the cobra runs for her life, she goes like a 
whip-lash flicked across a horse’s neck. 

Rikki-tikki knew that he must catch her, or all the 
trouble would begin again. She headed straight for the 
long grass by the thom-bush, and as he was running 
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Rikki-tikki heard Darzee still singing his foolish httle 
song of triumph. But Darzee’s wife was wiser. She 
flew off her nest as Nagaina came along, and flapped 
her wings about Nagaina’s head. If Darzee had helped 
they might have turned her; but Nagaina only low¬ 
ered her hood and went on. Still, the instant’s delay 
brought Rikki-tikki up to her, and as she plunged into 
the rat-hole where she and Nag used to hve, his! ittle 
white teeth were clenched on her tail, and he ivent 
down with her—and \'ery few mongooses, how ;ver 
wise and old they may be, care to follow a cobra into 
its hole. It was dark in die hole; and Rikki-tikki never 
knew when it might o}'en out and give Nagaina r< om 
to turn and strike at liim. He held on savagely, and 
struck out his feet to act as brakes on the dark s ope 
of the hot, moist earth. 

Then the grass by the mouth of the hole stoj ped 
waving, and Darzee said: ‘It is all over with Rikki- 
tikki! We must sing his death-song. Valiant Rikki- 
tikki is dead! For Nagaina will surely kill him under¬ 
ground.’ 

So he sang a very mournful song that he made up 
on the spur of the minute, and just as he got to the 
most touching part the grass quivered again, and Rikki- 
tikki, covered with dirt, dragged himself out of the 
hole leg by leg, Ucking his whiskers. Darzee stopped 
with a little shout. Rikki-tikki shook some of the dust 
out of his fur and sneezed. ‘It is all over,’ he said. ‘The 
widow will never come out again.’ And the red ants 
that hve between the grass-stems heard him, and be¬ 
gan to troop down one after another to see if he had 
spoken the truth. 
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Rikki-tikki curled himself up in the grass and 
slept where he was—slept and slept till it was late 
in the afternoon, for he had done a hard day’s 
work. 

‘Now,’ he said, when he awoke, ‘I will go back to 
the house. Tell the Coppersmith, Darzee, and he will 
tell the garden that Nagaina is dead.’ 

The Coppersmith is a bird who makes a noise ex¬ 
actly like the beating of a httle hammer on a copper 
pot; and the reason he is always making it is because 
he is the town-crier to every Indian garden, and tells 
all the news to everybody who cares to listen. As 
Rikki-tikki went up the path, he heard his ‘attention’ 
notes like a tiny dinner-gong; and then the steady 
‘Ding-dong-tock! Nag is dead— dong! Nagaina is dead! 
Ding-dong-tockl* That set all the birds in the garden 
singing, and the firogs croaking; for Nag and Nagaina 
used to eat frogs as well as little birds. 

When Rikki got to the house, Teddy and Teddy’s 
mother (she still looked very white, for she had been 
fainting) and Teddy’s father came out and almost cried 
over him; and that night he ate all that was given him 
till he could eat no more, and went to bed on Teddy’s 
shoulder, where Teddy’s mother saw him when she 
came to look late at night. 

‘He saved our Uves and Teddy’s hfe,’ she said to her 
husband. ‘Just think, he saved all our lives!’ 

Rikki-tikki woke up with a jump, for all the mon¬ 
gooses are hght sleepers. 

‘Oh, it’s you,’ said he. ‘What are you bothering 
for? All the cobras are dead; and if they weren’t, I’m 
here.’ 
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Rikki-tikki had a right to be proud of himself; but 
he did not grow too proud, and he kept that garden 
as a mongoose should keep it, with tooth and jump 
and spring and bite, till never a cobra dared show its 
head inside the walls. 
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[Sung in honour of Rikki-Tikki-Tavi] 

Singer and tailor am I— 

Doubled the joys that I know — 

Proud of my lilt through the sky. 

Proud of the house that I sew— 

Over and under, so weave I my music—so weave the 
house that I sew. 

Sing to your ft dglings again. 

Mother, oh, lift up your head! 

Evil that plagued us is slain. 

Death in the garden lies dead. 

Terror that hid in the roses is impotent—fung on the 
dung-hill and dead! 

Who hath delivered us, who? 

Tell me his nest and his name. 

Rikki, the valiant, the true, 

Tikki, with eyeballs of flame, 

Rik-tikki-tikki, the ivory-fangM, the hunter with eyeballs 
of flame. 

Give him the Thanks of the Birds, 

Bowing with tail-feathers spread! 
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Praise him with nightingale-words— 

Nay, I will praise him instead. 

Hear! I will sing you the praise of the bottle-tailed Rikki, 
with eyeballs of red! 

(Here Rikki-tikki interrupted, and the rest of the 
song is lost.) 
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Oh! hush thee, my baby, the night is behind us, 

And black are the waters that sparkled so green. 
The moon, o’er the combers, looks downward to 
find us 

At rest in the hollow s that rustle between. 

Where billow meets billow, there soft be thy pilh w; 

Ah, weary wee flippi rling, curl at thy ease! 

The storm shall not w ake thee, nor shark overt ike 
thee. 

Asleep in the arms ot the slow-swinging seas. 

Seal Lullc by. 


\ LL THESE THINGS happened several years age at 
f-\ a place called Novastoshnah, or North-East Po nt, 
L jLon the Island of St. Paul, away and away in the 
Bering Sea. Limmershin, the Winter Wren, told me 
the tale when he was blown on to the rigging of a 
steamer going to Japan, and I took him down into my 
cabin and warmed and fed him for a couple of days 
till he was fit to fly back to St. Paul’s again. Limmer¬ 
shin is a very odd little bird, but he knows how to tell 
the truth. 


Nobody comes to Novastoshnah except on busi¬ 
ness, and the only people who have regular business 
there are the seals. They come in the summer mondis 
by hundreds and hundreds of thousands out of the 
cold grey sea; for Novastoshnah Beach has the finest 
accommodation for seals of any place in all the world. 

Sea Catch knew that, and every spring would swim 
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from whatever place he happened to be in—^would 
swim like a torpedo-boat straight for Novastoshnah, 
and spend a month fighting with his companions for a 
good place on the rocks as close to the sea as possible. 
Sea Catch was fifteen years old, a huge grey fur-seal 
with almost a mane on his shoulders, and long, wicked 
dog-teeth. When he heaved himself up on his front 
flippers he stood more than four feet clear of the 
ground, and his weight, if any one had been bold 
enough to weigh him, was nearly seven hundred 
pounds. He was scarred all over with the marks of 
savage fights, but he was always ready for just one 
fight more. He would put his head on one side, as 
though he were afraid to look his enemy in the face; 
then he would shoot it out hke lightning, and when 
the big teeth were firmly fixed on the other seal’s 
neck, the other seal might get away if he could, but 
Sea Catch would not help him. 

Yet Sea Catch never chased a beaten seal, for that 
was against the Rules of the Beach. He only wanted 
room by the sea for his nursery; but as there were 
forty or fifty thousand other seals hunting for the 
same thing each spring, the whistling, bellowing, 
roaring, and blowing on the beach were something 
frightful. 

From a little hill called Hutchinson’s Hill you could 
look over three and a half miles of groimd covered 
with fighting seals; and the surf was dotted all over 
with the heads of seals hurrying to land and begin their 
share of the fighting. They fought in the breakers, 
they fought in the sand, and they fought on the 
smooth-wom basalt rocks of the nurseries; for they 
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were just as stupid and unaccommodating as men. 
Their wives never came to the island until late in May 
or early in June, for they did not care to be tom to 
pieces; and the young two-, three-, and four-year-old 
seals who had not begun housekeeping went inland 
about half a mile through the ranks of the fighter; and 
played about on the sand-dunes in droves and leg ons, 
and rubbed off every single green thing that g-ew. 
They were called the Iiolluschickie,—^the bachelc rs,— 
and there were perhaps two or three hundred thou iand 
of them at Novastoshiiah alone. 

Sea Catch had just f inished his forty-fifth fight one 
spring when Matkah, liis soft, sleek, gentle-eyed ^ /ife, 
came up out of the sea, and he caught her by the si ruff 
of the neck and dumped her down on his reservai ion, 
saying gruffly: ‘Late, as usual. Where have you been?’ 

It was not the fashion for Sea Catch to eat any tiling 
during the four months he stayed on the beaches, and 
so his temper was generally bad. Matkah knew better 
than to answer back. She looked round and cooed: 
‘How thoughtful of you! You’ve taken the old place 
again.’ 

‘I should think I had,’ said Sea Catch. ‘Look at me!’ 

He was scratched and bleeding in twenty places; 
one eye was almost blind, and his sides were tom to 
ribbons. 

‘Oh, you men, you men!’Matkah said, fanning her¬ 
self widi her hind flipper. ‘Why can’t you be sensible 
and settle your places quietly? You look as though you 
had been fighting with the Killer Whale.’ 

‘I haven’t been doing anything but fight since the 
middle of May. The beach is disgracefully crowded 
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this season. I’ve met at least a hundred seals from 
Lukannon Beach, house-hunting. Why can’t ^ogle 
stay where they belong?’ 

‘I’ve often thought we should be much happier if 
we hauled out at Otter Island instead of this crowded 
place,’ said Matkah. 

‘Bah! Only the holluschickie go to Otter Island. If 
we went there they would say we were afraid. We 
must preserve appearances, my dear.’ 

Sea Catch sunk hir head proudly between his fat 
shoulders and pretended to go to sleep for a few 
minutes, but all the time he was keeping a sharp look¬ 
out for a fight. Now that all the seals and their wives 
were on the land, you could hear their clamour miles 
out to sea above the loudest gales. At the lowest count¬ 
ing there were over a million seals on the beach,—old 
seals, mother seals, tiny babies, and holluschickie, 
fighting, scuffling, bleating, crawling, and playing to¬ 
gether,—going down to the sea and coming up from 
it in gangs and regiments, lying over every foot of 
ground as far as the eye could reach, and skirmishing 
about in brigades through the fog. It is nearly always 
foggy at Novastoshnah, except when the sun comes 
out and makes everything look all pearly and rainbow- 
coloured for a little while. 

Kotick, Matkah’s baby, was born in the middle of 
that confusion, and he was all head and shoulders, 
with pale, watery-blue eyes, as tiny seals must be; but 
there was something about his coat that made his 
mother look at him very closely. 

‘Sea Catch,’ she said at last, ‘our baby’s going to be 
white!’ 
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‘Empty clam-shells and dry seaweed!’ snorted Sea 
Catch. ‘There never has been such a thing in the world 
as a white seal.’ 

‘I can’t help that,* said Matkah; ‘there’s going to be 
now’; and she sang the low, crooning seal-song that 
all the mother seals sing to their babies: 

You mustn’t swim till you’re six weeks )ld. 
Or your head will be sunk by your ht ;ls; 

And summer gales and Killer Whales 
Are bad for baby seals. 

Are bad for b.tby seals, dear rat. 

As bad as bid can be; 

But splash and grow strong. 

And you can’t be wrong. 

Child of the Open Sea 1 

Of course the little fellow did not understand the 
words at first. He paddled and scrambled about 
by his mother’s side, and learned to scuffle out of 
the way when his father was fighting with another 
seal, and the two rolled and roared up and down 
the shppery rocks. Matkah used to go to sea to get 
things to eat, and the baby was fed only once in two 
days; but then he ate all he could, and throve upon 
it. 

The first thing he did was to crawl inland, and there 
he met tens of thousands of babies of his own age, 
and they played together like puppies, went to sleep 
on the clean sand, and played again. The old people in 
the nurseries took no notice of them, and the hollus- 
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chickie kept to their own grounds, so the babies had 
a beautiful playtime. 

When Matkah came back from her deep-sea fishing 
she would go straight to their playground and call as 
a sheep calls for a lamb, and wait until she heard 
Kotick bleat. Then she would take the straightest of 
straight lines in his direction, striking out with her 
fore flippers and knocking the youngsters head over 
heels right and left. There were always a few hundred 
mothers hunting for their children through the play¬ 
grounds, and the babies were kept lively; but, as 
Matkah told Kotick, ‘So long as you don’t lie in 
muddy water and get mange, or rub the hard sand 
into a cut or scratch, and so long as you never go swim¬ 
ming when there is a heavy sea, nothing will hurt 
you here.’ 

Little seals can no more swim than little children, 
but they are unhappy till they learn. The first time 
that Kotick went down to the sea a wave carried him 
out beyond his depth, and his big head sank and his 
little hind flippers flew up exactly as his mother had 
told him in the song, and if the next wave had not 
thrown him back again he would have drowned. 

After that he learned to lie in a beach-pool and let 
the wash of the waves just cover him and lift him up 
while he paddled, but he always kept his eye open for 
big waves that might hurt. He was two weeks learn¬ 
ing to use his flippers; and all that while he floundered 
in and out of the water, and coughed and grunted and 
crawled up the beach and took cat-naps on the sand, 
and went back again, until at last he found that he 
truly belonged to the water. 
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Then you can imagine the times that he had with 
his companions, ducking under the rollers; or coming 
in on top of a comber and landing with a swash and a 
splutter as the big wave went whirling far up the 
beach; or standing up on his tail and scratching his 
head as the old people did; or playing ‘I’m the King 
of the Castle’ on slippery, weedy rocks that just stuck 
out of the wash. Now and then he would see ;. thin 
fin, like a big shark’s tin, drifting along close to! bore, 
and he knew that that was the Killer Whal<, the 
Grampus, who eats young seals when he ca i get 
them; and Kotick would head for the beach li^e an 
arrow, and the fin would jig off slowly, as if it were 
looking for nothing at all. 

Late in October the seals began to leave St. 1 'aul’s 
for the deep sea, by f imilies and tribes, and ther; was 
no more fighting over the nurseries, and the hollus- 
chickie played anywhere they liked. ‘Next year,* said 
Matkah to Kotick, ‘you will be a holluschickie; but 
this year you must learn how to catch fish.’ 

They set out together across the Pacific, and Matkah 
showed Kotick how to sleep on his back with his 
flippers tucked down by his side and his little nose just 
out of the water. No cradle is so comfortable as the 
long, rocking swell of the Pacific. When Kotick felt 
his skin tingle all over, Matkah told him he was learn¬ 
ing the ‘feel of the water,’ and that tingly, prickly 
feelings meant bad weather coming, and he must 
swim hard and get away. 

‘In a little time,’ she said, ‘you’ll know where to 
swim to, but just now we’ll follow Sea Pig, the Por¬ 
poise, for he is very wise.’ A school of porpoises were 
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ducking and tearing through the water, and little 
Kotick followed them as fast as he could. ‘How do 
you know where to go to?’ he panted. The leader of 
the school rolled his white eyes, and ducked under. 
‘My tail tingles, youngster,’ he said. ‘That means 
there’s a gale behind me. Come along! When you’re 
south of the Sticky Water [he meant the Equator], 
and your tail tingles, that means there’s a gale in front 
of you and you must head north. Come along! The 
water feels bad here.’ 

This was one of the very many things that Kotick 
learned, and he was always learning. Matkah taught 
him to follow the cod and the hahbut along the under¬ 
sea banks, and wrench the rockhng out of his hole 
among the weeds; how to skirt the wrecks lying a 
hundred fathoms below water, and dart like a rifle- 
bullet in at one port-hole and out at another as the 
fishes ran; how to dance on the top of the waves when 
the lightning was racing all over the sky, and wave 
his flipper politely to the stumpy-tailed Albatross and 
the Man-of-war Hawk as they went down the wind; 
how to jump three or four feet clear of the water, like 
a dolphin, flippers close to the side and tail curved; to 
leave the flying-fish alone because they are all bony; 
to take the shoulder-piece out of a cod at full speed 
ten fathoms deep; and never to stop and look at a boat 
or a ship, but particularly a row-boat. At the end of 
six months, what Kotick did not know about deep-sea 
fishing was not worth the knowing, and all that time 
he never set flipper on dry ground. 

One day, however, as he was lying half asleep in 
the warm water somewhere off the Island of Juan 
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Fernandez, he felt faint and lazy all over, just as human 
people do when the spring is in their legs, and he 
remembered the good firm beaches of Novastoshnah 
seven thousand miles away, the games his companions 
played, the smell of the seaweed, the seal roar, and 
the fighting. That very minute he turned north, 
swimming steadily, and as he went on he met scores 
of his mates, all bound for the same place, anc they 
said; ‘Greeting, Kotiok! This year we are all h allus- 
chickie, and we can dance the Fire-dance i i the 
breakers off Lukanncn and play on the new gras i. But 
where did you get that coat?’ 

Kotick’s fur was almost pure white now and 
though he felt very proud of it, he only said: ‘ »wim 
quickly! My bones are aching for the land.’ A tid so 
diey all came to the beaches where they had been 
bom, and heard the old seals, their fathers, fight aig in 
the rolling mist. 

That night Kotick danced the Fire-dance with the 
yearling seals. The sea is full of fire on summer nights 
all the way down from Novastoshnah to Lukannon, 
and each seal leaves a wake like burning oil behind 
him, and a flaming flash when he jumps, and the 
waves break in great phosphorescent streaks and 
swirls. Then they went inland to the hoUuschickie 
grounds, and rolled up and down in the new wild 
wheat, and told stories of what they had done while 
they had been at sea. They talked about the Pacific as 
boys would talk about a wood that they had been 
nutting in, and if any one had understood them, he 
could have gone away and made such a chart of that 
ocean as never was. The three- and four-year old 
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hoUuschickie romped down from Hutchinson’s Hill, 
crying; ‘Out of the way, youngsters! The sea is deep, 
and you don’t know all that’s in it yet. Wait till you’ve 
rounded the Horn. Hi, you yearling, where did you 
get that white coat?’ 

‘I didn’t get it,’ said Kotick; ‘it grew.’ And just as 
he was going to roll the speaker over, a couple of 
black-haired men with flat red faces came from behind 
a sand-dune, and Kotick, who had never seen a man 
before, coughed and lowered his head. The hollus- 
chickie just bundled off a few yards and sat staring 
stupidly. The men were no less than Kerick Booterin, 
the chief of the seal-hunters on the island, and Patala- 
mon, his son. They came from the little village not 
half a mile from the seal-nurseries, and they were 
deciding what seals they would drive up to the 
killing-pens (for the seals were driven just like sheep), 
to be turned into sealskin jackets later on. 

‘Ho!’ said Patalamon. ‘Look! There’s a white seal!’ 

Kerick Booterin turned nearly white under his oil 
and smoke, for he was an Aleut, and Aleuts are not 
clean people. Then he began to mutter a prayer. 
‘Don’t touch him, Patalamon. There has never been 
a white seal since—since I was bom. Perhaps it is old 
Zaharrof’s ghost. He was lost last year in the big gale.’ 

‘I’m not going near him,’ said Patalamon. ‘He’s un¬ 
lucky. Do you really think he is old Zaharrof come 
back? I owe him for some gulls’ eggs.’ 

‘Don’t look at him,’said Kerick. ‘Head off that drove 
of four-year-olds. The men ought to skin two hundred 
to-day, but it’s the beginning of the season, and they 
are new to the work. A hundred will do. Quick!’ 
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Patalamon rattled a pair of seal’s shoulder-bones in 
front of a herd of holluschickie, and they stopped 
dead, puffing and blowing. Then he stepped near, 
and the seals began to move, and Kerick headed them 
inland, and they never tried to get back to their com¬ 
panions. Hundreds and hundreds of thousands of seals 
watched them being driven, but they went on pla^ ing 
just the same. Kotick was the only one who asked 
questions, and none of his companions could tell lim 
anything, except that the men always drove sea s in 
that way for six weeks or two months of every y ;ar. 

‘I am going to follow,’ he said, and his eyes ne irly 
popped out of his head as he shuffled along in the 
wake of the herd. 

‘The white seal is coniing after us,’ cried Patalan on. 
‘That’s the first time a seal has ever come to the killi ag- 
grounds alone.’ 

‘Hsh! Don’t look behind you,’ said Kerick. ‘It is 
Zaharrof’s ghost! I must speak to the priest about 
this.’ 

The distance to the killing-grounds was only half a 
mile, but it took an hour to cover, because if die seals 
went too fast Kerick knew that they would get heated 
and then their fur would come off in patches when 
they were skinned. So they went on very slowly, past 
Sea-Lion’s Neck, past Webster House, till they came 
to the Salt House just beyond the sight of the seals on 
the beach. Kotick followed, panting and wondering. 
He thought that he was at the world’s end, but the 
roar of the seal-nurseries behind him sounded as loud 
as the roar of a train in a tunnel. Then Kerick sat down 
on the moss and pulled out a heavy pewter watch and 
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let the drove cool off for thirty minutes, and Kotick 
could hear the fog-dew dripping from the brim of his 
cap. Then ten or twelve men, each with an iron-boimd 
club three or four feet long, came up, and Kerick 
pointed out one or two of the drove that were bitten 
by their companions or were too hot, and the men 
kicked those aside with their heavy boots made of the 
skin of a walrus’s throat, and then Kerick said: ‘Let 
go!’ and then the men clubbed the seals on the head 
as fast as they could. 

Ten minutes later little Kotick did not recognise his 
friends any more, for their skins were ripped off from 
the nose to the hind flippers—whipped off and thrown 
down on the ground in a pile. 

That was enough for Kotick. He turned and 
galloped (a seal can gallop very swiftly for a short 
time) back to the sea, his little new moustache bristling 
with horror. At Sea-Lion’s Neck, where the great 
sea-lions sit on the edge of the surf, he flung himself 
flipper over head into the cool water, and rocked 
there, gasping miserably. ‘What’s here?’ said a sea- 
lion gruffly; for as a rule the sea-lions keep themselves 
to themselves. 

‘Scoochnie! Ochen scoochnie! [I’m lonesome, very 
lonesome!]’ said Kotick. ‘They’re killing all the 
holluschickie on all the beaches 1’ 

The sea-Uon turned his head inshore. ‘Nonsense 1’ 
he said; ‘your friends are making as much noise as 
ever. You must have seen old Kerick polishing off a 
drove. He’s done that for thirty years.’ 

‘It’s horrible,’ said Kotick, backing water as a wave 
went over him, and steadying himself witli a screw- 
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Stroke of his flippers that brought him up all standing 
within three inches of a jagged edge of rock. 

‘Well done for a yearling!’ said the sea-Uon, who 
could appreciate good swimming. ‘I suppose it is 
rather awful from your way of looking at it; but if 
you seals will come here year after year, of course the 
men get to know of it, and unless you can find an 
island where no men ever come, you will always be 
driven.’ 

‘Isn’t there any such island?’ began Kotick. 

‘I’ve followed the poltoos [the halibut] for twe ity 
years, and I can’t say I’-v e found it yet. But look h ;re 
—you seem to have a fondness for talking to yi 'ur 
betters; suppose you go to Walrus Islet and talk to; lea 
Vitch. He may know something. Don’t flounce aff 
like that. It’s a six-mile swim, and if I were yoi i I 
should haul out and take a nap first, little one.’ 

Kotick thought that that was good advice, so he 
swam round to his own beach, hauled out, and slept 
for half an hour, twitching all over, as seals will. Then 
he headed straight for Walrus Islet, a little low sheet 
of rocky island almost due north-east from Nova- 
stoshnah, all ledges of rock and gulls’ nests, where the 
walrus herded by themselves. 

He landed close to old Sea Vitch—the big, ugly, 
bloated, pimpled, fat-necked, long-tusked walrus of 
the North Pacific, who has no manners except when 
he is asleep—as he was then, with his hind flippers half 
in and half out of the surf. 

‘Wake up!’ barked Kotick, for the gulls were 
making a great noise. 

‘Hah! Ho! Hmph! What’s that?’ said Sea Vitch, 
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and he struck the next wahrus a blow with his tusks 
and waked him up, and the next struck the next, and 
and so on till they were all awake and staring in every 
direction but the right one. 

‘Hi! It’s me,’ said Kotick, bobbing in the surf and 
looking like a Uttle white slug. 

‘WeU! May I be-skinned!’ said Sea Vitch, and 

they all looked at Kotick as you can fancy a club full 
of drowsy old gentlemen would look at a little boy. 
Kotick did not care to hear any more about skinning 
just then; he had seen enough of it; so he called out: 
‘Isn’t there any place for seals to go where men don’t 
ever come?’ 

‘Go and find out,’ said Sea Vitch, shutting his eyes. 
‘Run away. We’re busy here.’ 

Kotick made his dolphin-jump in the air and 
shouted as loud as he could: ‘Clam-eater! Clam- 
eater 1’ He knew that Sea Vitch never caught a fish in 
his life, but always rooted for clams and seaweeds, 
though he pretended to be a very terrible person. 
Naturally the Chickies and the Gooverooskies and 
the Epadcas, the Burgomaster Gulls and the Kitti- 
wakes and the Puffins, who are always looking for a 
chance to be rude, took up the cry, and—so Limmer- 
shin told me—for nearly five minutes you could not 
have heard a gun fired on Walrus Islet. All the popula¬ 
tion was yelling and screaming: ‘Clam-eater I Stareek! 
[old man!]’ while Sea Vitch rolled from side to side 
grunting and coughing. 

^Now will you tell?’ said Kotick, all out of breath. 

‘Go and ask Sea Cow,’ said Sea Vitch. ‘If he is Uving 
still, he’ll be able to tell you.’ 
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‘How shall I know Sea Cow when I meet him?’ 
said Kotick, sheering off. 

‘He’s the only thing in the sea ugher than Sea Vitch,’ 
screamed a Burgomaster Gull, wheeling under Sea 
Vitch’s nose. ‘Uglier, and with worse manners! 
Stareek!' 

Kotick swam back to Novastoshnah, leaving the 
gulls to scream. There he found that no one syn ipath- 
ised with him in his little attempts to discover i. quiet 
place for the seals. They told him that men had i-lways 
driven the holluschickie—it was part of the day’s 
work—and that if he did not like to see ugly thi igs he 
should not have gone to the killing-grounds. Bu -: none 
of the other seals haii seen the kiUing, and that made 
the difference between him and his friends. B ;sides, 
Kotick was a white seal. 

‘What you must do,’ said old Sea Catch, after lie had 
heard his son’s adventures, ‘is to grow up and be a big 
seal like your father, and have a nursery on the beach, 
and then they will leave you alone. In another five 
years you ought to be able to fight for yourself’ Even 
gentle Matkah, his mother, said: ‘You will never be 
able to stop the killing. Go and play in the sea, Kotick.’ 
And Kotick went off and danced the Fire-dance with 
a very heavy little heart. 

That autumn he left the beach as soon as he could, 
and set off alone because of a notion in his bullet-head. 
He was going to find Sea Cow, if there was such a 
person in the sea, and he was going to find a quiet 
island with good firm beaches for seals to Uve on, 
where men could not get at them. So he explored and 
explored by himself from the North to the South 
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Pacific, swimming as much as three hundred miles in 
a day and a night. He met with more adventures than 
can be told, and narrowly escaped being caught by 
the Basking Shark, and the Spotted Shark, and the 
Hammerhead, and he met all the untrustworthy 
ruffians that loaf up and down the seas, and the heavy 
polite fish, and the scarlet-spotted scallops that are 
moored in one place for hundreds of years, and grow 
very proud of it; but he never met Sea Cow, and he 
never found an island that he could fancy. 

If the beach was good and hard, with a slope behind 
it for seals to play on, there was always the smoke of 
a whaler on the horizon, boiling dovm blubber, and 
Kotick knew what that meant. Or else he could see 
that seals had once visited the island and been killed 
off, and Kotick knew that where men had come once 
they would come again. 

He picked up with an old stumpy-tailed albatross, 
who told him that Kerguelen Island was the very 
place for peace and quiet, and when Kotick went 
down there he was all but smashed to pieces against 
some wicked black cliffs in a heavy sleet-storm with 
lightning and thunder. Yet as he pulled out against 
the gale he could see that even there had once been a 
seal-nursery. And so it was in all the other islands that 
he visited. 

Limmershin gave a long list of them, for he said 
that Kotick spent five seasons exploring, with a four 
months’ rest each year at Novastoshnah, when the 
hoUuschickie used to make fun of him and his 
imaginary islands. He went to the Galapagos, a horrid 
dry place on the Equator, where he was nearly baked 
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to death; he went to the Georgia Islands, the South 
Orkneys, Emerald Island, Little Nightingale Island, 
Gough’s Island, Bouvet’s Island, the Crossets, and even 
to a little speck of an island south of the Cape of Good 
Hope. But everywhere the People of the Sea told him 
the same things. Seals had come to those islanis once 
upon a time, but men had killed them all of'*. Even 
when he swam thousands of miles out of the Pacific, 
and got to a place called Cape Corrientes (d lat was 
when he was coming back from Gough’s Islaad), he 
found a few hundred mangy seals on a rock, a id they 
told him that men i ame there too. 

That nearly broke his heart, and he headed round 
the Horn back to bis own beaches; and on 1 is way 
north he hauled out on an island full of gree i trees, 
where he found an old, old seal who was dyii :g, and 
Kotick caught fish for him, and told him all his sor¬ 
rows. ‘Now,’ said Kotick, ‘I am going back to Nova- 
stoshnah, and if I am driven to the kilhng-pens with 
the holluschickie I shall not care.’ 

The old seal said: ‘Try once more. I am the last of 
the Lost Rookery of Masafuera, and in the days when 
men killed us by the hundred thousand there was a 
story on the beaches that some day a white seal would 
come out of the north and lead the seal people to a 
quiet place. I am old and I shall never live to see that 
day, but others will. Try once more.’ 

And Kotick curled up his moustache (it was a 
beauty), and said: ‘I am the only white seal that has 
ever been bom on the beaches, and I am the only seal, 
black or white, who ever thought of looking for new 
islands.’ 
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That cheered him immensely; and when he came 
back to Novastoshnah that summer, Matkah, his 
mother, begged him to marry and settle down, for he 
was no longer a holluschick, but a full-grown sea- 
catch, with a curly white mane on his shoulders, as 
heavy, as big, and as fierce as his father. ‘Give me 
another season,’ he said. ‘Remember, mother, it is 
always the seventh wave that goes farthest up the 
beach.’ 

Curiously enough, there was another seal who 
thought that she would put off marrying till the next 
year, and Kotick danced the Fire-dance with her all 
down Lukannon Beach the night before he set off on 
his last exploration. 

This time he went westward, because he had fallen 
on the trail of a great shoal of halibut, and he needed 
at least one hundred pounds of fish a day to keep him 
in good condition. He chased them till he was tired, 
and then he curled himself up and went to sleep on 
the hollows of the ground-swell that sets in to Copper 
Island. He knew the coast perfectly well, so about 
midnight, when he felt himself gently bumped on a 
weed-bed, he said, ‘Hm, tide’s running strong to¬ 
night,’ and turning over under water opened his eyes 
slowly and stretched. Then he jumped like a cat, for 
he saw huge things nosing about in the shoal water 
and browsing on the heavy fringes of the weeds. 

‘By the Great Combers of Magellan!’ he said, 
beneath his moustache. ‘Who in the Deep Sea are 
these people?’ 

They were like no walrus, sea-lion, seal, bear, whale, 
shark, fish, squid, or scallop that Kotick had ever seen 
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before. They were between twenty and thirty feet 
long, and they had no hind flippers, but a shovel-like 
tail that looked as if it had been whittled out of wet 
leather. Their heads were the most foohsh-looking 
things you ever saw, and they balanced on the ends of 
their tails in deep water when they weren’t grazing, 
bowing solemnly to one another and wavii g their 
front flippers as a fit man waves his arm. 

‘Ahem!’ said Kotick. ‘Good sport, gentleme a?’ The 
big things answered by bowing and wavir g their 
flippers like the Frog-Footman. When the)i began 
feeding again Kotk k saw that their upper lip t '^as spHt 
into two pieces th^c they could twitch apart ibout a 
foot and bring together again with a whole b ishel of 
seaweed between tlie splits. They tucked the si iff into 
their mouths and c! lumped solemnly. 

‘Messy style of feeding, that,’ said Kotick. They 
bowed again, and Kotick began to lose his t;emper. 
‘Very good,’ he said. ‘If you do happen to have an 
extra joint in your front flipper you needn’t show off 
so. I see you bow gracefully, but I should like to know 
your names.’ The split Ups moved and twitched, and 
the glassy green eyes stared; but they did not speak. 

‘Well!’ said Kotick. ‘You’re the only people I’ve 
ever met uglier than Sea Vitch—and with worse 
manners.’ 

Then he remembered in a flash what the Burgo¬ 
master Gull had screamed to him when he was a httle 
yearling at Walrus Islet, and he tumbled backward in 
the water, for he knew that he had found Sea Cow at 
last. 

The sea cows went on schlooping and grazing and 
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chumping in the weed, and Kotick asked them 
questions in every language that he had picked up in 
his travels: and the Sea People talk nearly as many 
languages as human beings. But the Sea Cow did not 
answer, because Sea Cow cannot talk. He has only six 
bones in his neck where he ought to have seven, and 
they say under the sea that that prevents him from 
speaking even to his companions; but, as you know, 
he has an extra joint in his fore flipper, and by waving 
it up and down and about he makes a sort of clumsy 
telegraphic code. 

By dayhght Kotick’s mane was standing on end 
and his temper was gone where the dead crabs go. 
Then the Sea Cow began to travel northward very 
slowly, stopping to hold absurd bowing councils 
from time to time, and Kotick followed them, saying 
to himself: ‘People who are such idiots as these are 
would have been killed long ago if they hadn’t found 
out some safe island; and what is good enough for the 
Sea Cow is good enough for the Sea Catch. All the 
same, I wish they’d hurry.’ 

It was weary work for Kotick. The herd never went 
more than forty or fifty miles a day, and stopped to 
feed at night, and kept close to the shore all the time; 
while Kotick swam round them, and over them, and 
under them, but he could not hurry them on one half- 
mile. As they went farther north they held a bowing 
council every few hours, and Kotick nearly bit off his 
moustache with impatience till he saw that they were 
following up a warm current of water, and then he 
respected them more. 

One night they sank through the shiny water—sank 
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like stones—and, for the first time since he had known 
them, began to swim quickly. Kotick followed, and 
the pace astonished him, for he never dreamed that 
Sea Cow was anything of a swimmer. They headed 
for a cliff by the shore—a cUff that ran down into 
deep water, and plunged into a dark hole at thii foot 
of it, twenty fathoms under the sea. It was a long, 
long swim, and Kotick badly wanted fresh air 1 efore 
he was out of the tlark tunnel that they lec him 
through. 

‘My wig!’ he said, when he rose, gaspinj'; and 
puffing, into open water at the farther end. ‘It vas a 
long dive, but it was worth it.’ 

The sea cows had separated, and were bro' vsing 
lazily along the edges of the finest beaches that K otick 
had ever seen. There were long stretches of sm >oth- 
worn rock running for miles, exactly fitted to make 
seal-nurseries, and there were playgrounds of hard 
sand sloping inland behind them, and there were 
rollers for seals to dance in, and long grass to roll in, 
and sand-dunes to climb up and down; and, best of 
all, Kotick knew by the feel of the water, which never 
deceives a true Sea Catch, that no men had ever come 
there. 

The first thing he did was to assure himself that the 
fishing was good, and then he swam along the beaches 
and counted up the delightful low sandy islands half 
hidden in the beautiful rolling fog. Away to the 
northward out to sea ran a line of bars and shoals and 
rocks that would never let a ship come within six 
miles of the beach; and between the islands and the 
mainland was a stretch of deep water that ran up to 
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the perpendicular cliffs, and somewhere below the 
cUffs was the mouth of the tunnel. 

‘It’s Novastoshnah over again, but ten times better,’ 
said Kotick. ‘Sea Cow must be wiser than I thought. 
Men can’t come down the cliffs, even if there were 
any men; and the shoals to seaward would knock a 
ship to splinters. If any place in the sea is safe, this is it.’ 

He began to think of the seal he had left behind him, 
but though he was in a hurry to go back to Nova¬ 
stoshnah, he thoroughly explored the new country, so 
that he would be able to answer all questions. 

Then he dived and made sure of the mouth of the 
tunnel, and raced through to the southward. No one 
but a sea cow or a seal would have dreamed of there 
being such a place, and when he looked back at the 
cHffs even Kotick could hardly believe that he had 
been imder them. 

He was six days going home, though he was not 
swimming slowly; and when he hauled out just above 
Sea-Lion’s Neck the first person he met was the seal 
who had been waiting for him, and she saw by the 
look in his eyes that he had found his island at last. 

But the hoUuschickie and Sea Catch, his father, and 
all the other seals, laughed at him when he told them 
what he had discovered, and a young seal about his 
own age said; ‘This is all very well, Kotick, but you 
can’t come from no one knows where and order us 
off like this. Remember we’ve been fighting for our 
nurseries, and that’s a thing you never did. You pre¬ 
ferred prowling about in the sea.’ 

The other seals laughed at this, and the young seal 
began twisting his head from side to side. He had 
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just married that year, and was making a great fuss 
about it. 

I’veno nursery to fightfor,’ saidKotick. ‘I want only 
to show you all a place where you will be safe. What’s 
the use of fighting?’ 

‘Oh, if you’re trying to back out, of course I’ve no 
more to say,’ said the young seal, with an ugly ch ackle. 

‘Will you come with me if I win?’ said Kotick; and 
a green Hght came into his eyes, for he was very mgry 
at having to fight at all. 

‘Very good,’ said the young seal carelessly, ‘ /you 
win. I’ll come.’ 

He had no time to change his mind, for K< tick’s 
head darted out and his teeth sunk in the bluboer of 
the young seal’s neck. Then he threw himself bi ck on 
his haunches and hauled his enemy down the 1 )each, 
shook him, and knocked him over. Then liotick 
roared to the seals: Tve done my best for you these 
five seasons past. I’ve found you the island where 
you’ll be safe, but unless your heads are dragged off 
your siUy necks you won’t believe. I’m going to teach 
you now. Look out for yourselves!’ 

Limmershin told me that never in his life—and 
Limmershin sees ten thousand big seals fighting every 
year—^never in all his Uttle life did he see anything like 
Kotick’s charge into the nurseries. He flung himself at 
the biggest sea-catch he could find, caught him by the 
throat, choked him and bumped him and banged him 
till he grunted for mercy, and then threw him aside 
and attacked the next. You see, Kotick had never 
fasted for four months as the big seals did every year, 
and his deep-sea swimming-trips kept him in perfect 


315 



THE JUNGLE BOOKS 

condition, and, best of all, he had never fought before. 
His curly white mane stood up with rage, and his eyes 
flamed, and his big dog-teeth glistened, and he was 
splendid to look at. 

Old Sea Catch, his father, saw him tearing past, 
hauling the grizzled old seals about as though they had 
been hahbut, and upsetting the young bachelors in all 
directions; and Sea Catch gave one roar and shouted: 
‘He may be a fool, but he is the best fighter on the 
Beaches. Don’t tackle your father, my son! He’s with 
you!’ 

Kotick roared in answer, and old Sea Catch 
waddled in, his moustache on end, blowing like a 
locomotive, while Matkah and the seal that was going 
to marry Kotick cowered down and admired their 
men-folk. It was a gorgeous fight, for the two fought 
as long as there was a seal that dared lift up his head, 
and then they paraded grandly up and down the beach 
side by side, bellowing. 

At night, just as the Northern Lights were winking 
and flashing through the fog, Kotick climbed a bare 
rock and looked down on the scattered nurseries and 
the torn and bleeding seals. ‘Now,’ he said, ‘I’ve taught 
you your lesson.’ 

‘My wig!’ said old Sea Catch, boosting himself up 
stiffly, for he was fearfully mauled. ‘The Killer Whale 
himself could not have cut them up worse. Son, I’m 
proud of you, and what’s more, /’ll come with you to 
your island—if there is such a place.’ 

‘Here you, fat pigs of the sea! Who comes with me 
to the Sea Cow’s tunnel? Answer, or I shall teach you 
again,’ roared Kotick. 
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There was a murmur like the ripple of the tide all 
up and down the beaches. ‘We will come,’ said 
thousands of tired voices. ‘We will follow Kotick, the 
White Seal.’ 

Then Kotick dropped his head between his shoulders 
and shut his eyes proudly. He was not a white sell any 
more, but red from head to tail. All the san e, he 
would have scorned to look at or touch one )f his 
wounds. 

A week later he and his army (nearly ten tho asand 
holluschickie and oki seals) went away north i o the 
Sea Cow’s tunnel, K' ttick leading them, and th seals 
that stayed at Novaj coshnah called them idiot:. But 
next spring, when tl .ey all met off the fishing- )anks 
of the Pacific, Kotick s seals told such tales of thi new 
beaches beyond Sea Cow’s tunnel that mon and 
more seals left Novastoshnah. 

Of course it was not all done at once, for the seals 
need a long time to turn things over in their minds, 
but year by year more seals went away from Nova- 
stoshnah, and Lukannon, and the other nurseries, to 
the quiet, sheltered beaches where Kotick sits all the 
summer through, getting bigger and fatter and 
stronger each year, while the holluschickie play round 
him, in that sea where no man comes. 
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[This is the great deep-sea song that all the St. Paul 

seals sing when they are heading back to their beaches 

in the summer. It is a sort of very sad seal N itional 

Anthem.] 

I met my mates in the morning (and oh, hut I am ( Id!) 

Where roaring on the ledges the summer grouti i-swell 
rolled; 

I heard them lift the chorus that drowned the h eakers' 
song — 

The Beaches of Lukatmon—two million voices stro igl 

The song of pleasant stations beside the salt lagoons, 

The song of bio wing squadrons that shuffled down the 
dunes, 

The song of midnight dances that churned the sea to 
flame— 

The Beaches of Lukannon—before the sealers came! 


I met my mates in the morning {I'll never meet them morel); 
They came and went in legions that darkened all the shore. 
And through the foam-flecked offing as far as voice could 
reach 

We hailed the landing-parties and we sang them up the 
beach. 
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The Beaches of Lukannon—the winter-wheat so tall— 

The dripping, crinkled lichens, and the sea-fog 
drenching all! 

The platforms of our playground, all shining smooth 
and worn! 

The Beaches of Lukaimon—the home where we were 
born! 

I meet my mates in the morning, a broken, scattered band. 

Men shoot us in the water and club us on the land; 

Men drive us to the Salt House like silly sheep and tame. 

And still we sing Lukannon—before the sealers came. 

Wheel down, wheel down to southward I Oh, 
Gooverooska, go! 

And tell the Deep-Sea Viceroys the story of our woe; 

Ere, empty as the shark’s egg the tempest flings ashore. 

The Beaches of Lukannon shall know their sons no 
more! 
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The night we felt the earth would move 
We stole and plucked him by the hand, 
Because we loved him with the love 
That knows but cannot understand. 

And when the roaring hillside broke, 

And all our world fell down in rain. 

We saved him, we the Little Folk; 

But lo! he does not come again! 

Mourn now, ^ve saved him for the sake 
Of such poor love as wild ones may. 

Mourn ye! Our brother will not wake. 

And his own kind drive us away! 

Dirge of the Langurs. 

T here was once a man in India who was 
Prime Minister of one of the semi-independent 
native States in the north-western part of the 
country. He was a Brahmin, so high-caste that caste 
ceased to have any particular meaning for him; and 
his father had been an important official in the gay- 
coloured tag-rag and bobtail of an old-fashioned 
Hindu Court. But as Purun Dass grew up he felt that 
the old order of things was changing, and that if any 
one wished to get on in the world he must stand well 
with the Enghsh, and imitate all that the English 
beheved to be good. At the same time a native official 
must keep his own master’s favour. This was a difficult 
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game, but the quiet, close-mouthed young Brahmin, 
helped by a good English education at a Bombay 
University, played it coolly, and rose, step by step, to 
be Prime Minister of the l^gdom. That is to say, he 
held more real power than his master the Maharajah. 

When the old king—^who was suspicious of the 
English, their railways and telegraphs—died, Purun 
Dass stood high with his young successor, who had 
been tutored by an Englishman; and between them, 
though he always took care that his master should 
have the credit, diey estabHshed schools for htde girls, 
made roads, and started State dispensaries and shows 
of agrictiltural implements, and published a yearly 
blue-book on the ‘Moral and Material Progress of the 
State,’ and the Foreign Office and the Government of 
India were deUghted. Very few native States take up 
Enghsh progress altogether, for they will not beUeve, 
as Purun Dass showed he did, that what was good for 
the Englishman must be twice as good for the Asiatic. 
The Prime Minister became the honoured friend of 
Viceroys, and Governors, and Lieutenant-Governors, 
and medical missionaries, and common missionaries, 
and hard-riding Enghsh officers who came to shoot in 
the State preserves, as well as of whole hosts of tourists 
who travelled up and down India in the cold weather, 
showing how things ought to be managed. In his 
spare time he would endow scholarships for the study 
of medicine and manufactures on strictly English 
lines, and write letters to the Pioneer, the greatest 
Indian daily paper, explaining his master’s aims and 
objects. 

At last he went to England on a visit, and had to pay 
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enormous sums to the priests when he came back; for 
even so high-caste a Brahmin as Purun Dass lost caste 
by crossing the black sea. In London he met and talked 
with every one worth knowing—men whose names 
go all over the world—and saw a great deal more than 
he said. He was given honorary degrees by .'earned 
universities, and he made speeches and talked of Hindu 
social reform to EngHsh ladies in evening dress till all 
London cried, ‘This is the most fascinating n an we 
have ever met at dhmer since cloths were first laid.’ 

When he returned to India there was a b aze of 
glory, for the Viceroy himself made a special /isit to 
confer upon the M.iharajah the Grand Cross of the 
Star of India—all di.imonds and ribbons and e lamel; 
and at the same ceremony, while the cannon be omed, 
Purun Dass was made a Knight Commander of the 
Order of the Indian Empire; so that his namt stood 
Sir Purim Dass, K.C.I.E. 

That evening, at dinner in the big Viceregal tent, 
he stood up with the badge and the collar of the Order 
on his breast, and replying to the toast of his master’s 
health, made a speech few Enghshmen could have 
bettered. 

Next month, when the .city had returned to its sun¬ 
baked quiet, he did a thing no EngHshman would have 
dreamed of doing; for, so far as the world’s affairs 
went, he died. The jewelled order of his knighthood 
went back to the Indian Government, and a new 
Prime Minister was appointed to the charge of affairs, 
and a great game of General Post began in all the 
subordinate appointments. The priests knew what had 
happened, and the people guessed; but India is the 
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one place in the world where a man can do as he 
pleases and nobody asks why; and the fact that Dewan 
Sir Purun Dass, K.C.LE., had resigned position, 
palace, and power, and taken up the begging-bowl 
and ochre-coloured dress of a Sunnyasi, or holy man, 
was considered nothing extraordinary. He had been, 
as the Old Law recommends, twenty years a youth, 
twenty years a fighter,—though he had never carried 
a weapon in his Hfe,—and twenty years head of a 
household. He had used his wealth and his power for 
what he knew both to be worth; he had taken honour 
when it came his way; he had seen men and cities far 
and near, and men and cities had stood up and 
honoured him. Now he would let these things go, as 
a man drops the cloak he no longer needs. 

Behind him, as he walked through the city gates, an 
antelope skin and brass-handled crutch under his arm, 
and a begging-bowl of polished brown coco-de-mer in 
his hand, barefoot, alone, with eyes cast on the ground 
—^behind him they were firing salutes from the 
bastions in honour of his happy successor. Purun Dass 
nodded. All that life was ended; and he bore it no 
more ill-will or good-will than a man bears to a 
colourless dream of the night. He was a Sunnyasi— 
a houseless, wandering mendicant, depending on his 
neighbours for his daily bread; and so long as there is 
a morsel to divide in India, neither priest nor beggar 
starves. He had never in his life tasted meat, and very 
seldom eaten even fish. A five-pound note would have 
covered his personal expenses for food through any 
one of the many years in which he had been absolute 
master of millions of money. Even when he was being 
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lionised in London he had held before him his dream 
of peace and qu iet—the long, white, dusty Indian road, 
pnnt^ all over with bare feet, the incessant, slow- 
moving traffic, and the sharp-smelling wood-smoke 
curling up under the fig-trees in the twiUght, where 
the wayfarers sit at their evening meal. 

When the time came to make that dream t ue the 
Prime Minister took the proper steps, and in three 
days you might more easily have found a bubbl; in the 
trough of the long Adantic seas than PurunDass imong 
the roving, gathering, separating millions of Ii dia. 

At night his antelope skin was spread wh re the 
darkness overtook him—^sometimes in a Si nnyasi 
monastery by the roadside; sometimes by a mud- 
pillar shrine of Kala Pir, where the Yogis, who ire an¬ 
other misty division of holy men, would recer 'e him 
as they do those who know what castes and dimions 
are worth; sometimes on the outskirts of a Utde Hindu 
village, where the children would steal up with the 
food their parents had prepared; and sometimes on 
the pitch of the bare grazing-grounds, where the flame 
of his stick fire waked the drowsy camels. It was all 
one to Purun Dass—or Purun Bhagat, as he called 
himself now. Earth, people, and food were all one. 
But unconsciously his feet drew him away northward 
and eastward; from the south to Rohtak; from Roh- 
tak to Kumool; from Kumool to ruined Samanah, 
and then upstream along the dried bed of the Gugger 
River that fills only when the rain falls in the hills, till 
one day he saw the far line of the great Himalayas. 

Then Purun Bhagat smiled, for he remembered that 
his mother was of Rajput Brahmin birth, from Kulu 
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way—a Hill-woman, always home-sick for the snows 
—and that the least touch of HiU blood draws a man 
in the end back to where he belongs. 

‘Yonder,’ said Purim Bhagat, breasting the lower 
slopes of the Siwaliks, where the cacti stand up like 
seven-branched candlesticks—‘yonder I shall sit down 
and get knowledge’; and the cool wind of the 
Himalayas whisded about his ears as he trod the road 
that led to Simla. 

The last time he had come that way it had been in state, 
with a clattering cavalry escort, to visit the gendest 
and most affable of Viceroys; and the two had talked 
for an hour together about mumal friends in London, 
and what the Indian common folk really thought of 
things. This time Purun Bhagat paid no calls, but 
leaned on the rail of the Mall, watching that glorious 
view of the Plains spread out forty miles below, till 
a native Mohammedan poHceman told him he was 
' obstructing traffic; and Purun Bhagat salaamed rever- 
endy to the Law, because he knew the value of it, and 
: was seeking for a Law of his own. Then he moved on, 
and slept that night in an empty hut at Chota Simla, 
which looks like the very last end of the earth, but it 
was only the beginning of his journey. 

He followed the Himalaya-Tibet road, the Utde 
ten-foot track that is blasted out of solid rock, or 
strutted out on timbers over gulfs a thousand feet deep; 
that dips into warm, wet, shut-in valleys, and chmbs 
out across bare, grassy hill-shoulders where the sun 
strikes like a burning-glass; or turns through dripping, 
dark forests where the tree-ferns dress the trunks from 
head to heel, and the pheasant calls to his mate. And he 
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met Tibetan herdsmen with their dogs and flocks of 
sheep, each sheep with a Uttle bag of borax on his 
back, and wandering wood-cutters, and cloaked and 
blanketed Lamas from Tibet, coming into India on 
pilgrimage, and envoys of htde soUtary Hill-states, 
posting furiously on ring-straked and piebald ponies, 
or the cavalcade of a Rajah paying a visit; or e se for 
a long, clear day he would see nothing more I han a 
black bear grunting ind rooting below in the i alley. 
When he first started, the roar of the world 1 e had 
left still rang in his ears, as the roar of a tunnel rings 
long after the train has passed through; but wl en he 
had put the Mutteeanee Pass behind him that "v as all 
done, and Purun Bliagat was alone with hi nself, 
walking, wondering, and thinking, his eyes on the 
ground, and his thoughts with the clouds. 

One evening he crossed the highest pass he had met 
till then—^it had been a two-days’ chmb—and came 
out on a line of snow-peaks that banded all the 
horizon—mountains from fifteen to twenty thousand 
feet high, looking almost near enough to hit with a 
stone, though they were fifty or sixty miles away. The 
pass was crowned with dense, dark forest—deodar, 
walnut, wild cherry, wild oUve, and wild pear, but 
mostly deodar, which is the Himalayan cedar; and 
under the shadow of the deodars stood a deserted 
shrine to Kali—who is Durga, who is Sitala, who is 
sometimes worshipped against the smallpox. 

Purun Dass swept the stone floor clean, smiled at 
the grinning statue, made himself a Uttle mud fire¬ 
place at the back of the shrine, spread his antelope skin 
on a bed of fresh pine-needles, tucked his bairagi—his 
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brass-handled crutch—under his armpit, and sat down 
to rest. 

Immediately below him the hiUside fell away, clean 
and cleared for fifteen hundred feet, where a Utde 
village of stone-walled houses, with roofs of beaten 
earth, clung to the steep tilt. All roimd it the tiny 
terraced fields lay out like aprons of patchwork on 
the knees of the mountain, and cows no bigger than 
beetles grazed between the smooth stone circles of the 
threshing-floors. Looking across the valley, die eye 
was deceived by the size of things, and could not at 
first reahse that what seemed to be low scrub, on the 
opposite mountain-flank, was in truth a forest of 
hundred-foot pines. Purun Bhagat saw an eagle swoop 
across the gigantic hollow, but the great bird dwindled 
to a dot ere it was half-way over. A few bands of scat¬ 
tered clouds strung up and down the valley, catch¬ 
ing on a shoulder of the hills, or rising up and dying 
out when they were level with the head of the pass. 
And ‘Here shall I find peace,’ said Purun Bhagat. 

Now, a Hill-man makes nothing of a few hundred 
feet up or down, and as soon as the villagers saw the 
smoke in the deserted shrine, the village priest climbed 
up the terraced hillside to welcome the stranger. 

When he met Purun Bhagat’s eyes—the eyes of a 
man used to control thousands—^he bowed to the 
earth, took the begging-bowl without a word, and 
returned to the village, saying, ‘We have at last a holy 
man. Never have I seen such a man. He is of the Plains 
—^but pale-coloured—a Brahmin of the Brahmins.’ 
Then all the housewives of the village said, ‘Think 
you he will stay with us?’ and each did her best to 
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cook the most savoury meal for the Bhagat. Hill-food 
is very simple, but with buckwheat and Indian com, 
and rice and red pepper, and Uttle fish out of the 
stream in the valley, and honey from the flue-like 
hives built in the stone walls, and dried apricots, and 
turmeric, and wild ginger, and bannocks of flour, a 
devout woman can make good things, and it was a 
full bowl that the priest carried to the Bhagat. V-'^as he 
going to stay? asked the priest. Would he need chela 
—a disciple—to beg for him? Had he a blanket a rainst 
the cold weather? Was the food good? 

Purun Bhagat ate, .ind thanked the giver. It ’ v^as in 
his mind to stay. That was sufficient, said the »riest. 
Let the begging-bowd be placed outside the s urine, 
in the hollow made by those two twisted root, and 
daily should the Bhagat be fed; for the village felt 
honoured that such a man—he looked timidly in :o the 
Bhagat’s face—should tarry among them. 

That day saw the end of Purun Bhagat’s wander¬ 
ings. He had come to the place appointed for him— 
the silence and the space. After this, time stopped, and 
he, sitting at the mouth of the shrine, could not tell 
whether he were alive or dead; a man with control of 
his Umbs, or a part of the hills, and the clouds, and the 
shifting rain and sunHght. He would repeat a Name 
sofdy to himself a hundred hundred times, till, at each 
repetition, he seemed to move more and more out of 
his body, sweeping up to the doors of some tre¬ 
mendous discovery; but, just as the door was opening, 
his body would drag him back, and, with grief, he 
felt he was locked up again in the flesh and bones of 
Purun Bhagat. 
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Every morning the filled begging-bowl was laid 
silently in the crutch of the roots outside the shrine. 
Sometimes the priest brought it; sometimes a Ladakhi 
trader, lodging in the village, and anxious to get merit, 
trudged up the path; but, more often, it was the 
woman who had cooked the meal overnight; and 
she would murmur, hardly above her breath: ‘Speak 
for me before the Gods, Bhagat. Speak for such a 
one, the wife of so-and-so!’ Now and then some 
bold child would be allowed the honour, and Purun 
Bhagat would hear him drop the bowl and nm as fast 
as his httle legs could carry him, but the Bhagat never 
came down to the village. It was laid out like a map at 
his feet. He could see the evening gatherings, held on 
the circle of the threshing-floors, because that was the 
only level ground; could see the wonderful unnamed 
green of the young rice, the indigo blues of the Indian 
com, the dock-like patches of buckwheat, and, in its 
season, the red bloom of the amaranth, whose tiny 
seeds, being neither grain nor pulse, make a food that 
can be lawfully eaten by Hindus in time of fasts. 

When the year turned, the roofs of the huts were 
all httle squares of purest gold, for it was on the roofs 
that they laid out their cobs of the com to dry. Hiviug 
and harvest, rice-sowing and husking, passed before 
his eyes, all embroidered down there on the many- 
sided plots of fields, and he thought of them aU, and 
wondered what they all led to at the long last. 

Even in populated India a man cannot a day sit stfll 
before the wild things run over him as though he were 
a rock; and in that wilderness very soon the wild 
things, who knew Khali’s Shrine well, came back to 
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look at the intruder. The langurs, the big grey- 
whiskered monkeys of the Himalayas, were, naturally, 
the first, for they are alive with curiosity; and when 
they had upset the begging-bowl, and rolled it round 
the floor, and tried their teeth on the brass-handled 
crutch, and made faces at the antelope skin, they 
decided that the human being who sat so still was 
harmless. At evening, they would leap down fro n the 
pines, and beg with their hands for things to ea-, and 
then swing off in graceful curves. They like 1 the 
warmth of the fire, too, and huddled round it till 
Purun Bhagat had push them aside to throw on 
more fuel; and in tlie morning, as often as ne t, he 
would find a furry ape sharing his blanket. AI day 
long, one or other ot the tribe would sit by his side, 
staring out at the snows, crooning and lookin ' un¬ 
speakably wise and sorrowful. 

After die monkeys came the barasingh, that big deer 
which is like our red deer, but stronger. He wished to 
rub off the velvet of his horns against the cold stones 
of Kah’s statue, and stamped his feet when he saw the 
man at the shrine. But Purun Bhagat never moved, 
and, Uttle by Utde, the royal stag edged up and 
nuzzled his shoulder. Purun Bhagat sUd one cool hand 
along the hot anders, and the touch soothed the fretted 
beast, who bowed his head, and Purun Bhagat very 
sofdy rubbed and ravelled off the velvet. Afterward, 
the barasingh brought his doe and fawn—gende things 
that mumbled on the holy man’s blanket—or would 
come alone at night, his eyes green in the fire-flicker, 
to take his share of fresh walnuts. At last, the musk- 
deer, die shyest and almost the smallest of the deerlets. 
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came, too, her big rabbity ears erect; even brindled, 
silent tnushick-mbha must needs find out what the hght 
in the shrine meant, and drop out her moose-like nose 
into Purun Bhagat’s lap, coming and going with the 
shadows of the fire. Purun Bhagat called them all ‘my 
brothers,’ and his low call of *Bhai! Bhai!' would 
draw them from the forest at noon if they were with¬ 
in earshot. The Himalayan black bear, moody and 
suspicious—Sona, who has the V-shaped white mark 
under his chin—^passed that way more than once; and 
since the Bhagat showed no fear, Sona showed no 
anger, but watched him, and came closer, and begged 
a share of the caresses, and a dole of bread or wild 
berries. Often, in the still dawns, when the Bhagat 
would climb to the very crest of the pass to watch the 
red day walking along the peaks of the snows, he 
would find Sona shuffling and grimting at his heels, 
thrusting a curious fore-paw wider fallen trunks, and 
bringing it away with a whoof of impatience; or his 
early steps would wake Sona where he lay curled up, 
and the great brute, rising erect, would think to fight, 
till he heard the Bhagat’s voice and knew his best friend. 

Nearly all hermits and holy men who hve apart from 
the big cities have the reputation of being able to 
work miracles with the wild things, but all the miracle 
hes in keeping still, in never making a hasty move¬ 
ment, and, for a long time at least, in never looking 
directly at a visitor. The villagers saw the outline of 
the barasingh stalking like a shadow through the dark 
forest behind the shrine; saw the minaul, the Hima¬ 
layan pheasant, blazing in her best colours before 
KaU’s statue; and .the langurs on their haunches, inside. 
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playing with the walnut shells. Some of the children, 
too, had heard Sona singing to himself, bear-fashion, 
behind the fallen rocks, and the Bhagat’s reputation as 
miracle-worker stood firm. 

Yet nothing was farther from his mind than mir-l 
acles. He beUeved that all things were one big Miracle, 
and when a man knows that much he knows >ome- 
thing to go upon. He knew for a certainty that there 
was nothing great and nothing Htde in this i/orld: 
and day and night he strove to think out his wa yr into 
the heart of things, back to the place whence h s soul 
had come. 

So thinking, his untrimmed hair fell down about 
his shoulders, the stone slab at the side of the an celope 
skin was dented into a htde hole by the foot of his ^ 
brass-handled crutch, and the place between tho tree- 
trunks, where the begging-bowl rested day afttr day, 
sunk and wore into a hollow almost as smooth as the 
brown shell itself; and each beast knew his exact place 
at the fire. The fields changed their colours with the 
seasons; the threshing-floors filled and emptied, and 
filled again and again; and again and again, when 
winter came, the langurs frisked among the branches 
feathered with fight snow, till the mother-monkeys, 
brought their sad-eyed fitde babies up from the 
warmer valleys with the spring. There were few 
changes in the village. The priest was older, and many 
of the fitde children who used to come with the 
begging-dish sent their own children now; and when 
you asked of the villagers how long dieir holy man 
had lived in Kali’s Shrine at the head of the pass, they 
answered, ‘Always.’ 
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Then came such summer rains as had not been 
known in the Hills for many seasons. Through three 
good months the valley was wrapped in cloud and 
soaking mist—^steady, unrelenting downfall, breaking 
off into thimder-shower after thimder-shower. Kali’s 
Shrine stood above the clouds, for the most part, and 
there was a whole month in which the Bhagat never 
caught a glimpse of his village. It was packed away 
imder a white floor of cloud that swayed and shifted 
and rolled on itself and bulged upward, but never 
broke from its piers—the streaming flanks of the 

that time he heard nothing but the sound of 
a milhon Htde waters, overhead from the trees, and 
underfoot along the ground, soaking through the 
pine-needles, dripping from the tongues of draggled 
fern, and spouting in newly-tom muddy channels 
down the slopes. Then the sun came out, and drew 
forth the good incense of the deodars and the rhodo¬ 
dendrons, and that far-off, clean smell which the Hill 
people call ‘the smell of the snows.’ The hot sunshine 
lasted for a week, and then the rains gathered together 
for their last downpour, and the water fell in sheets 
that flayed off the skin of the ground and leaped back 
in mud. Purun Bhagat heaped his fire high that night, 
for he was sure his brothers would need warmth; but 
never a beast came to the shrine, though he called and 
called till he dropped asleep, wondering what had 
happened in the woods. 

It was in the black heart of the night, the rain drum¬ 
ming like a thousand drums, that he was roused by 
a plucking at his blanket, and, stretching out, felt the 
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little hand of a langur. ‘It is better here than in the 
trees,’ he said sleepily, loosening a fold of blanket; ‘take 
it and be warm.’ The monkey caught his hand and 
pulled hard. ‘Is it food, then?’ said Purun Bhagat. 
‘Wait awhile, and I will prepare some.’ As he kneeled 
to throw fuel on the fire the langur ran to the door of 
the shrine, crooned, and ran back again, pluck ng at 
the man’s knee. 

‘What is it? What is thy trouble. Brother*’ said 
Purun Bhagat, for the langur s eyes were full of hings 
that he could not tell. ‘Unless one of thy caste l e in a 
trap—and none set traps here—^I will not go int) that 
weather. Look, Brother, even the barasingh con es for 
shelter!’ 

The deer’s antlers clashed as he strode into the s irine, 
clashed against the grinning statue of Kah. He lo vered 
them in Purun Bhagat’s direction and stamped un¬ 
easily, hissing through his half-shut nostrils. 

*Hai! Hai! Hail’ said the Bhagat, snapping his 
fingers. ‘Is this payment for a night’s lodging?’ But the 
deer pushed him toward the door, and as he did so 
Punm Bhagat heard the sound of something opening 
with a sigh, and saw two slabs of the floor draw away 
from each other, while the sticky earth below smacked 
its lips. 

‘Now I see,’ said Purun Bhagat. ‘No blame to my 
brothers that they did not sit by the fire to-night. The 
mountain is falling. And yet—^why should I go?’ His 
eye fell on the empty begging-bowl, and his face 
changed. ‘They have given me good food daily since 
—since I came, and, if I am not swift, to-morrow there 
will not be one mouth in the valley. Indeed, I must go 
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and warn them below. Back there, Brother! Let me 
get to the fire.’ 

The barasingh backed unwillingly as Purun Bhagat 
drove a pine torch deep into the flame, twirling it till 
it was well Ht. ‘Ah! ye came to warn me,’ he said, 
rising. ‘Better than that we shall do; better than that. 
Out, now, and lend me thy neck. Brother, for I have 
but two feet.’ 

He clutched the bristling withers of the barasingh 
with his right hand, held the torch away with his left, 
and stepped out of the shrine into the desperate night. 
There was no breath of wind, but the rain nearly 
drowned the flare as the great deer hurried down the 
slope, shding on his haunches. As soon as they were 
clear of the forest more of the Bhagat’s brothers joined 
them. He heard, though he could not see, the langurs 
pressing about him, and behind them the uhh! uhh! of 
Sona. The rain matted his long white hair into ropes; 
the water splashed beneath his bare feet, and his yellow 
robe clung to his frail old body, but he stepped down 
steadily, leaning against the barasingh. He was no 
longer a holy man, but Sir Purun Dass, K.C.I.E., 
Prime Minister of no small State, a man accustomed 
to command, going out to save hfe. Down the steep, 
plashy path they poured all together, the Bhagat and 
his brodiers, down and down till the deer’s feet chcked 
and stumbled on the wall of a threshing-floor, and he 
snorted because he smelt Man. Now they were at the 
head of the one crooked village street, and the Bhagat 
beat with his crutch on the barred windows of the 
blacksmith’s house, as his torch blazed up in the shel¬ 
ter of the eaves. ‘Up and out!’ cried Purun Bhagat; 
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and he did not know his own voice, for it was years 
since he had spoken aloud to a man. ‘The hill falls! The 
hill is falling! Up and out, oh, you within!’ 

‘It is our Bhagat,’ said the blacksmith’s wife. ‘He 
stands among his beasts. Gather the htde ones and give 
the call.’ 

It ran from house to house, while the beasts, ci amped 
in the narrow way, surged and huddled round the 
Bhagat, and Sona puffed impatiently. 

The people hurried into the street—they v ere no 
more than seventy \ouls all told—and in the ^ lare of 
the torches they saw their Bhagat holding bi>ck the 
terrified barasingh, while the monkeys plucke 1 pite¬ 
ously at his skirts, and Sona sat on his hauncl es and 
roared. 

‘Across the valley and up the next hill!’ s iouted 
Purun Bhagat. ‘Leave none behind! We follow!’ 

Then the people ran as only HUl folk can run, for 
they knew that in a landsUp you must chmb for the 
highest ground across the valley. They fled, splashing 
through the little river at the bottom, and panted up 
the terraced fields on the far side, while the Bhagat 
and his brethren followed. Up and up the opposite 
mountain they cUmbed, calling to each other by name 
—the roU-caU of the village—and at their heels toiled 
the big barasingh, weighted by the failing strength of 
Purun Bhagat. At last the deer stopped in the shadow 
of a deep pine-wood, five hundred feet up the hillside. 
His instinct, that had warned him of the coming shde, 
told him he would be safe here. 

Purun Bhagat dropped fainting by his side, for the 
chill of the rain and that fierce climb were killing him; 
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but first he called to the scattered torches ahead, ‘Stay 
and count your numbers’; then, whispering to the 
deer as he saw the hghts gather in a cluster: ‘Stay with 
me. Brother. Stay—till—I—go!’ 

There was a sigh in the air that grew to a mutter, 
and a mutter that grew to a roar, and a roar that 
passed all sense of hearing, and the hillside on which 
the villagers stood was hit in the darkness, and rocked 
to the blow. Then a note as steady, deep, and true as 
the deep C of the organ drowned everything for 
perhaps five minutes, while the very roots of the pines 
quivered to it. It died away, and the sound of the rain 
fallin g on miles of hard ground and grass changed to 
the muffled drum of water on soft earth. That told 
its own tale. 

Never a villager—^not even the priest—was bold 
enough to speak to the Bhagat who had saved their 
lives. They crouched under the pines and waited till 
the day. When it came they looked across the valley 
and saw that what had been forest, and terraced field, 
and track-threaded grazing-ground was one raw, red, 
fan-shaped smear, with a few trees flung head-down 
on the scarp. That red ran high up the hill of their 
refuge, damming back the httle river, which had 
begun to spread into a brick-coloured lake. Of the 
village, of the road to the shrine, of the shrine itself, 
and the forest behind, there was no trace. For one 
mile in width and two thousand feet in sheer depth the 
mountain-side had come away bodily, planed clean 
from head to heel. 

And the villagers, one by one, crept through the 
wood to pray before their Bhagat. They saw the bara- 
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singh standing over him, who fled when they came near, 
and they heard the langurs wailing in the branches, 
and Sona moaning up the hill; but their Bhagat was 
dead, sitting cross-legged, his back against a tree, his 
crutch under his armpit, and his face turned to the 
north-east. 

The priest said: ‘Behold a miracle after a miracle, 
for in this very attitude must all Sunnyasis be Duried! 
Therefore where he now is we will build the te nple to 
our holy man.’ 

They built the temple before a year was ei ded—a 
little stone-and-earth shrine—and they called die hill 
the Bhagat’s hiU, a'id they worship there wit i lights 
and flowers and off .rings to this day. But they do not 
know that the saint of their worship is the ate Sir 
Purim Dass, K.C.I.l.., D.C.L., Ph.D., etc., ono; Prime 
Minister of the progressive and enlightened State of 
Mohiniwala, and honorary or corresponding member 
of more learned and scientific societies than will ever 
do any good in this world or the next. 
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Oh, light was the world that he weighed in his hands! 
Oh, heavy the tale of his fiefs and his lands! 

He has gone from the guddee and put on the shroi d, 

And departed in guise ^bairagi avowed! 

Now the white road t' Delhi is mat for his feet. 

The sal and the kikar must guard him from heat; 

His home is the camp, and the waste, and the crowi — 

He is seeking the Way as bairagi avowed! 

He has looked upon Man, and his eyeballs are clea 
{There was One; theri is One; and but One, saith Xabir); 
The Red Mist of Doing has thinned to a cloud— 

He has taken the Path for bairagi avowed! 

To learn and discern of his brother the clod. 

Of his brother the brute, and his brother the God, 

He has gone from the council and put on the shroud 
(‘CcJM ye hear?' saith Kabir), a bairagi avowed! 
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When ye say to Tabaqui, ‘My Brother!’, when ye call 
the Hyena to meat, 

Ye may cry the Full Truce with Jacala—the Bel y that 
rims on four feet. 

Juttgli Law. 


R espect the aged !’ 

It was a thick ^'oice—a muddy voice that vould 
k^have made you shudder—a voice like som' thing 


soft breaking in two. There was a quaver in it, a croak 


and a whine. 


‘Respect the aged! O Companions of the R ver— 
respect the aged!’ 

Nothing could be seen on the broad reach of the 
river except a httle fleet of square-sailed, wooden- 
pinned barges, loaded with building-stone, that had 
just come under the railway bridge, and were driving 
downstream. They put their clumsy helms over to 
avoid the sand-bar made by the scour of the bridge- 
piers, and as they passed, three abreast, the horrible 
voice began again:— 

‘O Brahmins of the River—respect the aged and 
infirm!’ 

A boatman turned where he sat on the gunwale, 
lifted up his hand, said something that was not a 
blessing, and the boats creaked on through the twi¬ 
light. The broad Indian river, that looked more like a 
chain of Uttle lakes than a stream, was as smooth as 
glass, reflecting the sandy-red sky in mid-channel, but 
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splashed with patches of yellow and dusky purple near 
and under the low banks. Little creeks ran into the 
river in the wet season, but now their dry mouths hung 
clear above water-line. On the left shore, and almost 
under the railway bridge, stood a mud-and-brick and 
thatch-and-stick village, whose main street, full of 
cattle going back to their byres, ran straight to the river, 
and ended in a sort of rude brick pier-head, where 
people who wanted to wash could wade in step by step. 
That was the Ghaut of the village of Mugger-Ghaut. 

Night was falling fast over the fields of lentils and 
rice and cotton in the low-lying ground yearly 
flooded by the river; over the reeds that fringed the 
elbow of the bend, and the tangled jungle of the 
grazing-grounds behind the still reeds. The parrots 
and crows, who had been chattering and shouting 
over their evening drink, had flown inland to roost, 
crossing the out-going battahons of the flying-foxes; 
and cloud upon cloud of water-birds came whistling 
and ‘honking’ to the cover of the reed-beds. There 
were geese, barrel-headed and black-backed, teal, 
widgeon, mallard, and sheldrake, with curlews, and 
here and there a flamingo. 

A lumbering Adjutant-crane brought up the rear, 
flying as though each slow stroke would be his last. 

‘Respect the aged! Brahmins of the River—^respect 
the aged!’ 

The Adjutant half turned his head, sheered a little 
in die direction of the voice, and landed stiffly on the 
sand-bar below the bridge. Then you saw what a 
ruffianly brute he really was. His back view was im¬ 
mensely respectable, for he stood nearly six feet high, 
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and looked rather like a very proper bald-headed 
parson. In front it was different, for his Ally Sloper- 
like head and neck had not a feather to them, and 
there was a horrible raw-skin pouch on his neck under 
his chin—a hold-all for the things his pick-axe beak 
might steal. His legs were long and thin and slinny, 
but he moved them deUcately, and looked at them 
with pride as he preened down his ashy-gre^ tail- 
feathers, glanced over the smooth of his shoulde -, and 
stiffened into ‘Stand .it attention.’ 

A mangy Utde Jackal, who had been ya »ping 
hungrily on a low bluff, cocked up his ears an I tail, 
and scuttered across the shallows to join die Adj itant. 

He was the lowest of his caste—not that the b JSt of 
jackals are good for much, but this one was pecu liarly 
low, being half a beggar, half a criminal—a clean ;r-up 
of village rubbish-heaps, desperately timid or v mildly 
bold, everlastingly hungry, and full of cunning that 
never did him any good. 

‘Ugh!’ he said, shaking himself dolefully as he 
landed. ‘May the red mange destroy the dogs of this 
village! I have three bites for each flea upon me, and 
all because I looked—only looked, mark you—at an 
old shoe in a cow-byre. Can I eat mud?’ He scratched 
himself imder his left ear. 

‘I heard,’ said the Adjutant, in a voice like a blunt 
saw going through a thick board—‘I heard there was a 
new-born puppy in that same shoe.’ 

‘To hear is one thing; to know is another,’ said the 
Jackal, who had a very fair knowledge of proverbs, 
picked up by Hstening to men round the village fires 
of an evening. 
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‘Quite true. So, to make sure, I took care of that 
puppy while the dogs were busy elsewhere.’ 

‘They were very busy,’ said the Jackal. ‘Well, I must 
not go to the village hunting for scraps yet awhile. 
And so there truly was a blind puppy in that shoe?’ 

‘It is here,’ said the Adjutant, squinting over his beak 
at his full pouch. ‘A small thing, but acceptable now 
that charity is dead in the world.’ 

'Ahai! The world is iron in these days,’ wailed the 
Jackal. Then his restless eye caught the least possible 
ripple on the water, and he went on quickly: ‘Life is 
hard for us all, and I doubt not that even our excellent 
master, the Pride of the Ghaut and the Envy of the 
River-’ 

‘ A har, a flatterer, and a Jackal were all hatched out 
of the same egg,’ said the Adjutant to nobody in 
particular; for he was rather a fine sort of a har on his 
own account when he took the trouble. 

‘Yes, the Envy of the River,’ the Jackal repeated, 
raising his voice. ‘Even he, I doubt not, finds that 
since the bridge has been built good food is more 
scarce. But on the other hand, though I would by no 
means say this to his noble face, he is so wise and so 
virtuous—as I, alas! am not-’ 

‘When the Jackal owns he is grey, how black must 
the Jackal be!’ muttered the Adjutant. He could not 
see what was coming. 

‘That his food never fails, and in consequence-’ 

There was a soft, grating sound, as though a boat 
had just touched in shoal water. The Jackal spun round 
quickly and faced (it is always best to face) the creature 
he had been talking about. It was a twenty-four-foot 
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crocodile, cased in what looked like treble-riveted 
boiler-plate, studded and keeled and crested; die 
yellow points of his upper teeth just overhanging his 
beautifully fluted lower jaw. It was the blunt-nosed 
Mugger of Mugger-Ghaut, older than any man in the 
village, who had given his name to the village; the 
demon of the ford before the railway bridge cj-me— 
murderer, man-eater, and local fetish in one. b e lay 
with his chin in the shallows, keeping his place )y an 
almost invisible ripphiig of his tail, and well the^ ackal 
knew that one stroke of that same tail in the vater 
would carry the Mugger up the bank with the ri sh of 
a steam-engine. 

‘Auspiciously met, Protector of the Poor ’ he 
fawned, backing at every word. ‘A delectable .'^oice 
was heard, and we came in the hopes of sweet con¬ 
versation. My taflless presumption, while wdting 
here, led me, indeed, to speak of thee. It is my hope 
that nothing was overheard.’ 

Now the Jackal had spoken just to be hstened to, 
for he knew flattery was the best way of getting things 
to eat, and the Mugger knew that the Jackal had 
spoken for this end, and the Jackal knew that the 
Mugger knew, and the Mugger knew that the Jackal 
knew that the Mugger knew, and so they were all 
very contented together. 

The old brute pushed and panted and grunted up 
the bank, mumbling, ‘Respect the aged and infirm!’ 
and all the time his Uttle eyes burned like coals under 
the heavy, homy eyeUds on the top of his triangular 
head, as he shoved his bloated barrel-body along 
between his crutched legs. Then he settled down, and. 
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accustomed as the Jackal was to his ways, he could not 
help starting, for the hundredth time, when he saw 
how exacdy the Mugger imitated a log adrift on the 
bar. He had even taken pains to He at the exact angle 
a naturally stranded log would make with the water, 
having regard to the current of the season at the time 
and place. All this was only a matter of habit, of 
course, because the Mugger had come ashore for 
pleasure; but a crocodile is never quite full, and if the 
Jackal had been deceived by the likeness he would not 
have hved to philosophise over it. 

‘My child, I heard nothing,’ said the Mugger, shut¬ 
ting one eye. ‘The water was in my ears, and also I 
was faint with hunger. Since the railway bridge was 
built my people at my village have ceased to love me; 
and that is breaking my heart.’ 

‘Ah, shame!’ said the Jackal. ‘So noble a heart, too I 
But men are all alike, to my mind.’ 

‘Nay, there are very great differences indeed,’ the 
Mugger answered gently. ‘Some are as lean as boat- 
poles. Others again are fat as young ja— dogs. Never 
would I causelessly revile men. They are of all fashions, 
but the long years have shown me that, one with an¬ 
other, they are very good. Men, women, and children 
—have no fault to find with them. And remember, 
child, he who rebukes the World is rebuked by the 
World.’ 

‘Flattery is worse than an empty tin can in the belly. 
But that which we have just heard is wisdom,’ said 
the Adjutant, bringing down one foot. 

‘Consider, though, their ingratitude to this excellent 
one,’ began the Jackal tenderly. 
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‘Nay, nay, not ingratitiide!’ the Mugger said. ‘They 
do not thi i^ for others; that is all. But I have noticed. 
Tying at my station below the ford, that the stairs of 
the new bridge are cruelly hard to cUmb, both for old 
people and young children. The old, indeed, are not 
so worthy of consideration, but I am grieved--! am 
truly grieved—on accovmt of the fat children. } till, I 
think, in a Utde while, when the newness of the 1: ridge 
has worn away, we sliall see my people’s bare b:own 
legs bravely splashing through the ford as b fore. 
Then the old Mugger will be honoured again.’ 

‘But surely I saw marigold wreaths floating o f the 
edge of the Ghaut only this noon,’ said die Adji tant. 

Marigold wreaths are a sign of reverence all hdia 
over. 

‘An error—an error. It was the wife of the s\/eet- 
meat-seller. She loses her eyesight year by year, and 
carmot tell a log from me—the Mugger of the Gliaut. 
I saw the mistake when she threw the garland, for I 
was lying at the very foot of the Ghaut, and had she 
taken another step I might have shown her some httle 
difference. Yet she meant well, and we must consider 
the spirit of the offering.’ 

‘What good are marigold wreaths when one is on 
the rubbish-heap?’ said the Jackal, hunting for fleas, 
but keeping one wary eye on his Protector of the 
Poor. 

‘True, but they have not yet begun to make the 
rubbish-heap that shall carry me. Five times have I 
seen the river draw back from the village and make 
new land at the foot of the street. Five times have I 
seen the village rebuilt on the banks, and I shall see 
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it built yet five times more. I am no faithless, fish¬ 
hunting Gavial, I, at Kasi to-day and Prayag to¬ 
morrow, as the saying is, but the true and constant 
watcher of the ford. It is not for nothing, child, that 
the village bears my name, and “he who watches 
long,” as the saying is, “shall at last have his reward.” ’ 
have watched long—very long—nearly all my 
life, and my reward has been bites and blows,’ said 
the Jackal. 

‘Ho! ho! ho!’ roared the Adjutant. 

‘In August was the Jackal bom; 

The Rains fell in September; 

“Now such a fearful flood as this,” 

Says he, “I can’t remember!” ’ 

There is one very unpleasant peculiarity about the 
Adjutant. At imcertain times he suffers from acute 
attacks of the fidgets or cramp in his legs, and though 
he is more virtuous to behold than any of the cranes, 
who are all immensely respectable, he flies off into 
wild, cripple-stilt war-dances, half opening his wings 
and bobbing his bald head up and down; while for 
reasons best known to himself he is very careful to 
time his worst attacks with his nastiest remarks. At the 
last word of his song he came to attention again, ten 
times adjutanter than before. 

The Jackal winced, though he was full three seasons 
old, but you cannot resent an insult from a person with 
a beak a yard long, and the power of driving it like a 
javelin. The Adjutant was a most notorious coward, 
but the Jackal was worse. 

‘We must live before we can learn,’ said the 
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Mugger, ‘and there is this to say: Little jackals are very 
common, child, but such a mugger as I am is not 
common. For all that, I am not proud, since pride is 
destruction; but take notice, it is Fate, and against his 
Fate no one who swims or walks or runs should say 
anything at all. I am well contented with Fate. With 
good luck, a keen eye, and the custom of consh lering 
whether a creek or a backwater has an outlet to it ere 
you ascend, much m ly be done.’ 

‘Once I heard that even the Protector of the Poor 
made a mistake,’ said the Jackal viciously. 

‘True; but there my Fate helped me. It was b< fore I 
had come to my full growth—before the last £ mine 
but three (by the Right and Left of Gunga, ho' v full 
used the streams to be in those days!). Yes, I was) oung 
and unthinking, and when the flood came, wio so 
pleased as I? A little made me very happy then. The 
village was deep in flood, and I swam above the (jhaut 
and went far inland, up to the rice-fields, and they 
were deep in good mud. I remember also a pair of 
bracelets (glass they were, and troubled me not a 
litde) that I found that evening. Yes, glass bracelets; 
and, if my memory serves me well, a shoe. I should 
have shaken off both shoes, but I was hungry. I learned 
better later. Yes. And so I fed and rested me; but when 
I was ready to go to the river again the flood had 
fallen, and I walked through the mud of the main 
street. Who but I? Came out all my people, priests 
and women and children, and I looked upon them 
with benevolence. The mud is not a good place to 
fight in. Said a boatman, “Get axes and kill him, for 
he is the Mugger of the ford.” “Not so,” said the 
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Brahmin. “Look, he is driving the flood before him! 
He is the godling of the village.” Then they threw 
many flowers at me, and by happy thought one led a 
goat across the road.’ 

‘How good—^how very good is goat!’ said the 
Jackal. 

‘Hairy—too hairy, and when found in the water 
more than likely to hide a cross-shaped hook. But that 
goat I accepted, and went down to the Ghaut in great 
honour. Later, my Fate sent me the boatman who had 
desired to cut off my tail with an axe. His boat 
grounded upon an old shoal which you would not 
remember.’ 

‘We are not ^//jackals here,’ said the Adjutant. ‘Was 
it the shoal made where the stone-boats sank in the 
year of the great drouth—a long shoal that lasted three 
floods?’ 

‘There were two,’ said the Mugger; ‘an upper and 
a lower shoal.’ 

‘Ay, I forgot. A channel divided them, and later 
dried up again,’ said the Adjutant, who prided him¬ 
self on his memory. 

‘On the lower shoal my well-wisher’s craft 
grounded. He was sleeping in the bows, and, half 
awake, leaped over to his waist—^no, it was no more 
than to his knees—to push off. His empty boat went 
on and touched again below the next reach, as the 
river ran then. I followed, because I knew men would 
come out to drag it ashore.’ 

‘And did they do so?’ said the Jackal, a little awe¬ 
stricken. This was hunting on a scale that impressed 
him. 
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‘There and lower down they did, I went no farther, 
but that gave me three in one day—well-fed manjis 
[boatmen] all, and, except in the case of the last (then 
I was careless), never a cry to warn those on the bank.’ 

‘Ah, noble sport! But what cleverness and great 
judgment it requires!’ said the Jackal. 

‘Not cleverness, child, but only thought. /. little 
thought in life is like salt upon rice, as the be atmen 
say, and I have thought deeply always. The < Javial, 
my cousin, the fish-<,:ater, has told me how ha d it is 
for him to follow bis fish, and how one fish differs 
from the other, and liow he must know them al, both 
together and apart. 1 say that is wisdom; but, in the 
other hand, my coi:$in, the Gavial, lives amo ig his 
people. My people (io not swim in companies with 
their mouths out of the water, as Rewa does; i or do 
they constantly rise to the surface of the water, and 
turn over on their sides, like Mohoo and little Caapta; 
nor do they gather in shoals after flood, like Batchua 
and Chilwa.’ 

‘All are very good eating,’said the Adjutant, clatter¬ 
ing his beak. 

‘So my cousin says, and makes a great to-do over 
hunting them, but they do not climb the banks to 
escape his sharp nose. My people are otherwise. Their 
life is on the land, in the houses, among the cattle. I 
must know what they do, and what they are about to 
do; and, adding the tail to the trunk, as the saying is, I 
make up the whole elephant. Is there a green branch 
and an iron ring hanging over a doorway? The old 
Mugger knows that a boy has been born in that house, 
and must some day come doAvn to the Ghaut to play. 
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Is a maiden to be married? The old Mugger knows, 
for he sees the men carry gifts back and forth; and she, 
too, comes down to the Ghaut to bathe before her 
wedding, and—^he is there. Has the river changed its 
channel, and made new land where there was only 
sand before? The Mugger knows.’ 

‘Now, of what use is that knowledge?’ said the 
Jackal. ‘The river has shifted even in my little life.’ 
Indian rivers are nearly always moving about in their 
beds, and will shift, sometimes, as much as two or 
three miles in a season, drowning the fields on one 
bank, and spreading good silt on the other. 

‘There is no knowledge so useful,’ said the Mugger, 
‘for new land means new quarrels.. The Mugger 
knows. Oho! the Mugger knows. As soon as the 
water has drained off, he creeps up the little creeks 
that men think would not hide a dog, and there he 
waits. Presently comes a farmer saying he will plant 
cucumbers here, and melons there, in the new land 
that the river has given him. He feels the good mud 
with his bare toes. Anon comes another, saying he 
will put onions, and carrots, and sugar-cane in such- 
and-such places. They meet as boats adrift meet, and 
each rolls his eye at the other under the big blue 
turban. The old Mugger sees and hears. Each calls the 
other “Brother,” and they go to mark out the bound¬ 
aries of the new land. The Mugger hurries with them 
from point to point, shuffling very low through the 
mud. Now they begin to quarrel! Now they say hot 
words! Now they pull turbans! Now they hft up 
their lathis [clubs], and, at last, one falls backward into 
the mud, and the other runs away. When he comes 
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back the dispute is settled, as the iron-bound bamboo 
of the loser wimesses. Yet they are not grateful to the 
Mugger. No, they cry “Murder!” and their famihes 
fight with sticks, twenty a side. My people are good 
people—upland Jats—^Malwais of the B6t. They do not 
give blows for sport, and, when the fight is done, the 
old Mugger waits far down the river, out of si »ht of 
the village, behind the kikar-scmh yonder. Then come 
they down, my broad-shouldered Jats—eight o: nine 
together under the stars, bearing the dead man i pon a 
bed. They are old men with grey beards, and vc ices as 
deep as mine. They light a little fire—ah! how well I 
know that fire!—anti they drink tobacco, anc they 
nod their heads together forward in a ring, oi side¬ 
ways toward the dead man upon the bank. Th :y say 
the English Law will come with a rope for this n latter, 
and that such a man’s family will be ashamed, bxause 
such a man must be hanged in the great square of the 
Jail. Then say the friends of the dead, “Let him hang 1” 
and the talk is all to do over again—once, twice, 
twenty times in the long night. Then says one, at last, 
“The fight was a fair fight. Let us take blood-money, 
a litde more than is offered by the slayer, and we 
will say no more about it.” Then do they haggle 
over the blood-money, for the dead was a strong 
man, leaving many sons. Yet before amratvela [svmrise] 
they put the fire to him a little, as the custom is, and 
the dead man comes to me, and he says no more 
about it. Aha! my children, the Mugger knows—the 
Mugger knows—and my Malwah Jats are a good 
people!’ 

‘They are too close—too narrow in the hand for my 


359 



THE JUNGLE BOOKS 

crop,’ croaked the Adjutant. ‘They waste not the 
polish on the cow’s horn, as the saying is; and, again, 
who can glean after a Malwai?’ 

‘Ah, I— glean—them,* said the Mugger. 

‘Now, in Calcutta of the South, in the old days,’ the 
Adjutant went on, ‘everything was thrown into the 
streets, and we picked and chose. Those were dainty 
seasons. But to-day they keep their streets as clean as 
the outside of an egg, and my people fly away. To be 
clean is one thing; to dust, sweep, and sprinkle seven 
times a day wearies the very Gods themselves.’ 

‘There was a down-country jackal had it from a 
brother, who told me, that in Calcutta of the South all 
the jackals were as fat as otters in the Rains,’ said the 
Jackal, his mouth watering at the bare thought of it. 

‘Ah, but the white-faces are there—the English, and 
they bring dogs from somewhere down the river in 
boats—big fat dogs—to keep those same jackals lean,’ 
said the Adjutant. 

‘They are, then, as hard-hearted as these people? I 
might have known. Neither earth, sky, nor water 
shows charity to a jackal. I saw the tents of a white- 
face last season, after the Rains, and I also took a new 
yellow bridle to eat. The white-faces do not dress 
their leather in the proper way. It made me very sick.’ 

‘That was better than my case,’ said the Adjutant. 
‘When I was in my third season, a young and a bold 
bird, I went down to the river where the big boats 
come in. The boats of the English are thrice as big as 
this village.’ 

‘He has been as far as Delhi, and says all the people 
there walk on their heads,’ muttered the Jackal. The 
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Mugger opened his left eye, and looked keenly at the 
Adjutant. 

‘It is true,’ the big bird insisted. ‘A bar only Ues when 
he hopes to be believed. No one who had not seen 
those boats could beUeve this truth.’ 

‘ That is more reasonable,’ said the Mugger. ‘And 
then?’ 

‘From the insides of this boat they were takir g out 
great pieces of white stuff, which, in a httle while, 
turned to water. Mut h spht off, and fell about < n the 
shore, and the rest they swiftly put into a hous( with 
thick walls. But a boatman, who laughed, took s piece 
no larger than a small dog, and threw it to me. I—all 
my people—swallow without reflection, anc that 
piece I swallowed as is our custom. Immediately I was 
afflicted with an excessive cold which, beginni ng in 
my crop, ran down to the extreme end of m^ toes, 
and deprived me even of speech, while the boatmen 
laughed at me. Never have I felt such cold. I danced 
in my grief and amazement till I could recover my 
breath, and then I danced and cried out against the 
falseness of this world; and the boatmen derided me 
till they fell down. The chief wonder of the matter, 
setting aside that marvellous coldness, was that there 
was nothing at all in my crop when I had finished my 
lamentings!’ 

The Adjutant had done his very best to describe 
his feelings after swallowing a seven-pound lump of 
Wenham Lake ice, off an American ice-ship, in the 
days before Calcutta made her ice by machinery; but 
as he did not know what ice was, and as the Mugger 
and the Jackal knew rather less, the tale missed fire. 
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‘Anything,’ said the Mugger, shutting his left eye 
again —'anything is possible that comes out of a boat 
thrice the size of Mugger-Ghaut. My village is not a 
small one.’ 

There was a whistle overhead on the bridge, and 
the Delhi Mail slid across, all the carriages gleaming 
with hght, and the shadows faithfully following along 
the river. It clanked away into the dark again; but the 
Mugger and the Jackal were so well used to it that 
they never turned their heads. 

‘Is that anything less wonderful than a boat thrice 
the size of Mugger-Ghaut?’ said the bird, looking up. 

‘I saw that built, child. Stone by stone I saw the 
bridge-piers rise, and when the men fell off (they were 
wondrous sure-footed for the most part—but when 
they fell) I was ready. After the first pier was made 
they never thought to look down the stream for the 
body to bum. There, again, I saved much trouble. 
There was nothing strange in the building of the 
bridge,’ said the Mugger. 

‘But that which goes across, pulling the roofed 
carts! That is strange,’ the Adjutant repeated. 

‘It is, past any doubt, a new breed of bullock. Some 
day it will not be able to keep its foothold up yonder, 
and will fall as the men did. The old Mugger will then 
be ready.’ 

The Jackal looked at the Adjutant, and the Adjutant 
looked at the Jackal. If there was one thing they were 
more certain of than another, it was that the engine 
was everything in the wide world except a bullock. 
The Jackal had watched it time and again from the 
aloe hedges by the side of the line, and the Adjutant 
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had seen engines since the first locomotive ran in 
India. But the Mugger had only looked up at the thing 
firom belov^r, vrhere the brass dome seemed rather like 
a bullock’s hump, 

‘M—yes, a new kind of bullock,’ the Mugger re¬ 
peated ponderously, to make himself quite sure in his 
own mind; and ‘Certainly it is a bullock,’ said the 
Jackal. 

‘And again it might be-’ began the M igger 

pettishly, 

‘Certainly—most certainly,’ said the Jackal, wi hout 
waiting for the other to finish. 

‘What?’ said the M agger angrily, for he coul 1 feel 
that the others knew more than he did. ‘What i light 
it be? I never finished my words. You said it vas a 
bullock,’ 

‘It is anything the Protector of the Poor plejses. I 
am his servant—not the servant of the thing that 
crosses the river.’ 

‘Whatever it is, it is white-face work,’ said the 
Adjutant; ‘and for my own part, I would not He out 
upon a place so near to it as this bar.’ 

‘You do not know the English as I do,’ said the 
Mugger. ‘There was a white-face here when the 
bridge was built, and he would take a boat in the even¬ 
ings and shuffle with his feet on the bottom-boards, 
and whisper: “Is he here? Is he there? Bring me my 
gun.” I could hear him before I could see him—each 
sound that he made—creaking and puffing and rattling 
his gun, up and down the river. As surely as I had 
picked up one of his workmen, and thus saved great 
expense in wood for the burning, so surely would he 
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come down to the Ghaut, and shout in a loud voice 
that he would hunt me, and rid the river of me—the 
Mugger of Mugger-Ghaut! Me! Children, I have 
swum under the bottom of his boat for hour after 
hour, and heard him fire his gun at logs; and when I 
was well sure he was wearied, I have risen by his side 
and snapped my jaws in his face. When the bridge was 
finished he went away. All the English hunt in that 
fashion, except when they are hunted.’ 

‘Who hunts the white-faces?’ yapped the Jackal 
excitedly. 

‘No one now, but I have hunted them in my time.’ 

‘I remember a little of that Hunting. I was young 
then,’ said the Adjutant, clattering his beak signifi¬ 
cantly. 

‘I was well established here. My village was being 
builded for the third time, as I remember, when my 
cousin, the Gavial, brought me word of rich waters 
above Benares. At first I would not go, for my cousin, 
who is a fish-eater, does not always know the good 
from the bad; but I heard my people talking in the 
evenings, and what they said made me certain.’ 

‘And what did they say?’ the Jackal asked. 

‘They said enough to make me, the Mugger of 
Mugger-Ghaut, leave water and take to my feet. I 
went by night, using the littlest streams as they served 
me; but it was the beginning of the hot weather, and 
all streams were low. I crossed dusty roads; I went 
through tall grass; I climbed hills in the moonlight. 
Even rocks did I climb, children—consider this well. 
I crossed the tail of Sirhind, the waterless, before I 
could find the set of the little rivers that flow Gunga- 

364 



THE UNDERTAKERS 


ward. I was a month’s journey from my own people 
and the river that I knew. That was very marvellous!’ 

‘What food on the way?’ said the Jackal, who kept 
his soul in his little stomach, and was not a bit im¬ 
pressed by the Mugger’s land travels. 

‘That which I could find— cousin,’ said the Mugger 
slowly, dragging eacli word. 

Now you do not call a man a cousin in India anless 
you think you can establish some kind of 1 lood- 
relationship, and as it is only in old fairy-tal( s that 
the Mugger ever marries a jackal, the Jackal knew 
for what reason he had been suddenly liftec into 
the ^Mugger’s famiK circle. If they had been alone 
he would not have cared, but the Adjutant’ eyes 
twinkled with mirth at the ugly jest. 

‘Assuredly, Father, I might have known,’ said the 
Jackal. A mugger does not care to be called a father 
of jackals, and the Mugger of Mugger-Ghaut said as 
much—and a great deal more which there is no use in 
repeating here. 

‘The Protector of the Poor has claimed kinship. How 
can I remember the precise degree? Moreover, we eat 
the same food. He has said it,’ was the Jackal’s reply. 

That made matters rather worse, for what the 
Jackal hinted at was that the Mugger must have eaten 
his food on that land-march fresh and fresh every day, 
instead of keeping it by him till it was in a fit and 
proper condition, as every self-respecting mugger 
and most wild beasts do when they can. Indeed, one 
of the worst terms of contempt along the River-bed 
is ‘eater of fresh meat.’ It is nearly as bad as calling a 
man a cannibal. 
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‘That food was eaten thirty seasons ago,’ said the 
Adjutant quietly. ‘If we talk for thirty seasons more it 
will never come back. Tell us, now, what happened 
when the good waters were reached after thy most 
wonderful land journey. If we Ustened to the howling 
of every jackal the business of the town would stop, as 
the saying is.’ 

The Mugger must have been grateful for the inter¬ 
ruption, because he went on, with a rush:— 

‘By the Right and Left of Gunga! when I came there 
never did I see such waters!’ 

‘Were they better, then, than the big flood of last 
season?’ said the Jackal. 

‘Better! That flood was no more than comes every 
five years—a handful of drowned strangers, some 
chickens, and a dead bullock in muddy water with 
cross-currents. But the season I think of, the river was 
low, smooth, and even, and, as the Gavial had warned 
me, the dead Enghsh came down, touching each 
other. I got my girth in that season—my girth and my 
depth. From Agra, by Etawah and the broad waters 
by Allahabad-’ 

‘Oh, the eddy that set under the walls of the fort at 
Allahabad!’ said the Adjutant. ‘They came in there 
like widgeon to the reeds, and round and round they 
swung—thus!’ 

He went off into his horrible dance again, while the 
Jackal looked on enviously. He naturally could not 
remember the terrible year of the Mutiny they were 
talking about. The Mugger continued:— 

‘Yes, by Allahabad one lay still in the slack-water 
and let twenty go by to pick one; and, above all, the 
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English were not cumbered with jewellery and nose¬ 
rings and anklets as my women are nowadays. To 
delight in ornaments is to end with a rope for neck¬ 
lace, as the saying is. All the muggers of all the rivers 
grew fat then, but it was my Fate to be fatter than 
them all. The news was that the English were being 
hunted into the rivers, and by the Right and I eft of 
Gunga! we believed it was true. So far as I went south 
I believed it to be true; and I went downstream 
beyond Monghyr and the tombs that look ov ;r the 
river.’ 

‘I know that place,’ said the Adjutant. ‘Since those 
days Monghyr is a lost city. Very few live there now.’ 

‘Thereafter I worked upstream very slowl r and 
lazily, and a little above Monghyr there came down 
a boatful of white-t aces—alive! They were, a. I re¬ 
member, women, lying under a cloth spreac over 
sticks, and crying aloud. There was never a gun fired 
at us, the watchers of the fords, in those days. All the 
guns were busy elsewhere. We could hear them day 
and night inland, coming and going as the wind 
shifted. I rose up full before the boat, because I had 
never seen white-faces alive, though I knew them well 
—otherwise. A naked white child kneeled by the side 
of the boat, and, stooping over, must needs try to 
trail his hands in the river. It is a pretty thing to see 
how a child loves running water. I had fed that day, 
but there was yet a little unfilled space within me. 
Still, it was for sport and not for food that I rose at the 
child’s hands. They were so clear a mark that I did not 
even look when I closed; but they were so small that 
though my jaws rang true—I am sure of that—the 
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child drew them up swifdy, unhurt. They must have 
passed between tooth and tooth—those small white 
hands. I should have caught him cross-wise at the 
elbows; but, as I said, it was only for sport and desire 
to see new things that I rose at all. They cried out one 
after another in the boat, and presently I rose again to 
watch them. The boat was too heavy to push over. 
They were only women, but he who trusts a woman 
will walk on duckweed in a pool, as the saying is: and 
by the Right and Left of Gunga, that is truth!’ 

‘Once a woman gave me some dried skin from a 
fish,’ said the Jackal. ‘I had hoped to get her baby, but 
horse-food is better than the kick of a horse, as the 
saying is. What did thy woman do?’ 

‘She fired at me with a short gun of a kind I have 
never seen before or since. Five times, one after 
another’ (the Mugger must have met with an old- 
fashioned revolver); ‘and I stayed open-mouthed and 
gaping, my head in the smoke. Never did I see such a 
thmg. Five times, as swiftly as I wave my tail—thus!’ 

The Jackal, who had been growing more and more 
interested in the story, hadjust time to leap back as the 
huge tail swung by like a scythe. 

‘Not before the fifth shot,’ said the Mugger, as 
though he had never dreamed of stunning one of his 
listeners—‘not before the fifth shot did I sink, and I 
rose in time to hear a boatman telling all those white 
women that I was most certainly dead. One bullet had 
gone under a neck-plate of mine. I know not if it is 
there still, for the reason I cannot turn my head. 
Look and see, child. It will show that my tale is true.’ 

‘I!’ said the Jackal. ‘Shall an eater of old shoes, a 
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bone-cracker, presume to doubt the word of the Envy 
of the River? May my tail be bitten off by blind 
puppies if the shadow of such a thought has crossed 
my humble mind! The Protector of the Poor has con¬ 
descended to inform me, his slave, that once in his hfe 
he has been wounded by a woman. That is sufficient, 
and I will tell the tale to all my children, asking £ )r no 

‘Overmuch civility is sometimes no better than 
overmuch discourtesy, for, as the saying is, on; can 
choke a guest with curds. I do not desire tha' any 
children of thine should know that the Mugg ;r of 
Mugger-Ghaut took his only wound from a wc man. 
They will have much else to think of if they get their 
meat as miserably as does their father.’ 

‘It is forgotten long ago! It was never said! '’/here 
never was a white woman! There was no joat! 
Nothing whatever happened at all.’ 

The Jackal waved his brush to show how com¬ 
pletely everything was wiped out of his memory, and 
sat down with an air. 

‘Indeed, very many things happened,’ said the 
Mugger, beaten in his second attempt that night to get 
the better of his friend. (Neither bore malice, how¬ 
ever. Eat and be eaten was fair law along the river, 
and the Jackal came in for his share of plunder when 
the Mugger had finished a meal.) ‘I left that boat and 
went upstream, and, when I had reached Arrah and 
the backwaters behind it, there were no more dead' 
Enghsh. The river was empty for a while. Then came 
one or two dead, in red coats, not English, but of one 
kind all—Hindus and Purbeeahs—then five and six 
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abreast, and at last, from Arrah to the North beyond 
Agra, it was as though whole villages had walked into 
the water. They came out of Uttle creeks one after 
another, as the logs come down in the Rains. When 
the river rose they rose also in companies from tlie 
shoals they had rested upon; and the falling flood 
dragged them with it across the fields and through the 
Jungle by the long hair. All night, too, going North, 
I heard the guns, and by day the shod feet of men 
crossing fords, and that noise which a heavy cart¬ 
wheel makes on sand under water; and every ripple 
brought more dead. At last even I was afraid, for I 
said: “If this thing happen to men, how shall the 
Mugger of Mugger-Ghaut escape?” There were boats, 
too, that came up behind me without sails, burning 
continually, as the cotton-boats sometimes burn, but 
never sinking.* 

‘Ah!’ said the Adjutant. ‘Boats like those come to 
Calcutta of the South. They are tall and black, they 
beat up the water behind them with a tail, and 
they-’ 

‘Are thrice as big as my village. My boats were low 
and white; they beat up the water on either side of 
them, and were no larger than the boats of one who 
speaks truth should be. They made me very afraid, 
and I left water and went back to this my river, hiding 
by day and walking by night, when I could not find 
little streams to help me. I came to my village again, 
but I did not hope to see any of my people there. Yet 
they were ploughing and sowing and reaping, and 
going to and fro in their fields, as quietly as their own 
cattle.’ 
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‘Was there still good food in the river?’ said the 
Jackal. 

‘More than I had any desire for. Even I—and I do 
not eat mud—even I was tired, and, as I remember, a 
little frightened of this constant coming down of the 
silent ones. I heard my people say in my village that 
all the English were dead; but those that came, face 
down, with the current were not English, as my f eople 
saw. Then my people said that it was best t) say 
nothing at all, but to pay the tax and plough the land. 
After a long time the river cleared, and thos( that 
came down it had been clearly drowned by the fi Dods, 
as I could well see; an J though it was not so eas) then 
to get food, I was he irtily glad of it. A little k lling 
here and there is no bad thing—^but even the Mi gger 
is sometimes satisfied, as the saying is.’ 

‘Marvellous! Most truly marvellous!’ saic the 
Jackal. ‘I am become fat through merely hearing about 
so much good eating. And afterward what, if it be 
permitted to ask, did the Protector of the Poor do?’ 

‘I said to myself—and by the Right and Left of 
Gunga! I locked my jaws on that vow—I said I would 
never go roving any more. So I lived by the Ghaut, 
very close to my own people, and I watched over 
them year after year; and they loved me so much that 
they threw marigold wreaths at my head whenever 
they saw it lift. Yes, and my Fate has been very kind 
to me, and the river is good enough to respect my 
poor and infirm presence; only-’ 

‘No one is all happy from his beak to his tail,’ said 
the Adjutant sympathetically. ‘What does the Mugger 
of Mugger-Ghaut need more?’ 
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‘That little white child which I did not get,’ said the 
Mugger, with a deep sigh. ‘He was very small, but I 
have not forgotten. I am old now, but before I die it 
is my desire to try one new thing. It is true they are a 
heavy-footed, noisy, and fooHsh people, and the sport 
would be small, but I remember the old days above 
Benares, and, if the child lives, he will remember still. 
It may be he goes up and down the bank of some river, 
telhng how he once passed his hands between the teeth 
of the Mugger of Mugger-Ghaut, and Uved to make 
a tale of it. My Fate has been very kind, but that 
plagues me sometimes in my dreams—the thought of 
the little white child in the bows of that boat.’ He 
yawned, and closed his jaws. ‘And now I wdl rest and 
think. Keep silent, my children, and respect the aged.’ 

He turned stiffly, and shuffled to the top of the sand¬ 
bar, while the Jackal drew back with the Adjutant to 
the shelter of a tree stranded on the end nearest the 
railway bridge. 

‘That was a pleasant and profitable Ufe,’ he grinned, 
looking up inquiringly at the bird who towered above 
him. ‘And not once, mark you, did he think fit to tell 
me where a morsel might have been left along the 
banks. Yet I have told him a hundred times of good 
things wallowing downstream. How true is the say¬ 
ing, “All the world forgets the Jackal and the Barber 
when the news has been told!” Now he is going to 
sleep! Arrh!’ 

‘How can a Jackal hunt with a Mugger?’ said the 
Adjutant coolly. ‘Big thief and little thief; it is easy to 
say who gets the pickings.’ 

The Jackal turned, whining impatiently, and was 
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going to curl himself up imder the tree-trunk, when 
suddenly he cowered, and looked up through the 
draggled branches at the bridge almost above his head. 

‘What now?’ said the Adjutant, opening his wings 
uneasily. 

‘Wait till we see. The wind blows from us to 
them, but they are not looking for us—thos; two 
men.’ 

‘Men, is it? My office protects me. All India I nows 
I am holy.’ The Adjutant, being a first-class s< aven¬ 
ger, is allowed to go where he pleases, and s > this 
one never flinched. 

‘I am not worth a blow from anything bette than 
an old shoe,’ said the [ackal, and listened again. Hark 
to that footfall!’ he went on. ‘That was no comtry 
leather, but the shod foot of a white-face. Listen j gain! 
Iron hits iron up there! It is a gun! Friend, those 
heavy-footed, foolish English are coming to speak 
with the Mugger.’ 

‘Warn him, then. He was called Protector of the 
Poor by some one not unlike a starving Jackal but a 
little time ago.’ 

‘Let my cousin protect his own hide. He has told 
me again and again there is nothing to fear from the 
white-faces. They must be white-faces. Not a villager 
of Mugger-Ghaut would dare to come after him. See, 
I said it was a gun! Now, with good luck, we shall 
feed before daylight. He cannot hear well out of water, 
and—this time it is not a woman!” 

A shiny barrel glittered for a minute in the moon¬ 
light on the girders. The Mugger was lying on the 
sand-bar as still as his own shadow, his fore-feet spread 
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out a little, his head dropped between them, snoring 
like a—mugger. 

A voice on the bridge whispered; ‘It’s an odd shot— 
straight down almost—but as safe as houses. Better try 
behind the neck. Golly! what a brute! The villagers 
will be wild if he’s shot, though. He’s the deota 
[Codling] of these parts.’ 

‘Don’t care a rap,’ another voice answered; ‘he took 
about fifteen of my best coolies while the bridge was 
building, and it’s time he was put a stop to. I’ve been 
after him in a boat for weeks. Stand by with the 
Martini as soon as I’ve given him both barrels of this.’ 

‘Mind the kick, then, A double four-bore’s no joke.’ 

‘That’s for him to decide. Here goes!’ 

There was a roar like the sound of a small cannon 
(the biggest sort of elephant-rifle is not very different 
from some artillery), and a double streak of flame, 
followed by the stinging crack of a Martini, whose 
long bullet makes nothing of a crocodile’s plates. But 
the explosive bullets did the work. One of them struck 
just behind the Mugger’s neck, a hand’s-breadth to the 
left of the backbone, while the other burst a little 
lower down, at the beginning of the tail. In ninety- 
nine cases out of a hundred a mortally-wounded 
crocodile can scramble to deep water and get away; 
but the Mugger of Mugger-Ghaut was literally broken 
into three pieces. He hardly moved his head before the 
life went out of him, and he lay as flat as the Jackal. 

‘Thunder and lightning! Lightning and thunder!’ 
said that miserable Httle beast. ‘Has the thing that pulls 
the covered carts over the bridge tumbled at last?’ 

‘It is no more than a gun,’ said the Adjutant, though 


374 



THE UNDERTAKERS 


his very tail-feathers quivered. ‘Nothing more than a 
gun. He is certainly dead. Here come the white-faces.’ 

The two Enghshmen had hurried down from the 
bridge and across to the sand-bar, where they stood 
admiring the length of the Mugger. Then a native 
with an axe cut off the big head, and four men dr igged 
it across the spit. 

‘The last time that I had my hand in a Mu Jger’s 
mouth,’ said one of the Englishmen, stooping lown 
(he was the man who had built the bridge), ‘; t was 
when I was about fl% e years old—coming dov n the 
river by boat to Monghyr. I was a Mutiny ba >y, as 
they call it. Poor mother was in the boat, too, ai d she 
often told me how slie fired Dad’s old pistol ; t the 
beast’s head.’ 

‘Well, you’ve cert.iinly had your revenge o i the 
chief of the clan—even if the gun has made youi nose 
bleed. Hi, you boatmen! Haul that head up the bank, 
and we’ll boil it for the skull. The skin’s too knocked 
about to keep. Come along to bed now. This was 
worth sitting up all night for, wasn’t it?’ 

Curiously enough, the Jackal and the Adjutant 
made the very same remark not three minutes after 
the men had left. 


375 




A RIPPLE SONG 


Once a ripple came to land 
In the golden sunset burning— 
Lapped against a maiden s hand, 
By the ford returning. 


Dainty foot and gentle breast— 
Here, across be glad and rest. 
‘Maiden, w.iit,’ the ripple saith; 
‘Wait awhile, for I am Death!’ 


*Where my lover calls I go — 

Shame it were to treat him coldly— 
’Twas afsh that circled so. 

Turning over boldly.’ 


Dainty foot and tender heart. 
Wait the loaded ferry-cart. 
‘Wait, ah, wait!’ the ripple saith; 
‘Maiden, wait, for I am Death 1’ 


‘ When my lover calls I haste — 
Dame Disdain was never wedded!’ 
Ripple-ripple round her waist, 

Clear the current eddied. 
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Foolish heart and faithful hand, 
Little feet that touched no land. 
Far away the ripple sped, 

Ripple—ripple—running red! 
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The People of the Eastern Ice, they are melting like 
the snow— 

They beg for coffee and sugar; they go where the 
white men go. 

The People of the Western Ice, they learn to stea and 
fight; 

They sell their furs to the trading-post: they sell their 
souls to the white 

The People of the Southern Ice, they trade wit!. the 
whaler’s crew; 

Their women have m.iny ribbons, but their tent; are 
torn and few. 

But the People of the Elder Ice, beyond the \ ^hite 
man’s ken— 

Their spears are made of the narwhal-horn, and they 
are the last of the Men! 

Translation. 


HAS OPENED liis eyes. Look!’ 

I-1 ‘Put him in the skin again. He will be a strong 

X. Xdog. On the fourth month we will name him.’ 

‘For whom?’ said Amoraq. 

Kadlu’s eye rolled round the skin-lined snow-house 
till it fell on fourteen-year-old Kotuko sitting on the 
sleeping-bench, making a button out of walrus ivory. 
‘Name him for me,’ said Kotuko, with a grin. ‘I shall 
need him one day.’ 

Kadlu grinned back till his eyes were almost buried 
in the fat of his flat cheeks, and nodded to Amoraq, 
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while the puppy’s fierce mother whined to see her 
baby wriggling far out of reach in the httle sealskin 
pouch hung above the warmth of the blubber-lamp. 
Kotuko went on with his carving, and Kadlu threw 
a rolled bundle of leather dog-hamesses into a tiny 
little room that opened from one side of the house, 
slipped off his heavy deerskin hunting-suit, put it into 
a whalebone-net that hung above another lamp, and 
dropped down on the sleeping-bench to whittle at a 
piece of frozen seal-meat till Amoraq, his wife, should 
bring the regular dinner of boiled meat and blood- 
soup. He had been out since early dawn at the seal- 
holes, eight miles away, and had come home with 
three big seal. Half-way down the long, low snow 
passage or tunnel that led to the inner door of the 
house you could hear snappings and yelpings, as the 
dogs of his sleigh-team, released from the day’s work, 
scuffled for warm places. 

When the yelpings grew too loud Kotuko lazily 
rolled off the sleeping-bench, and picked up a whip 
with an eighteen-inch handle of springy whalebone, 
and twenty-five feet of heavy, plaited thong. He dived 
into the passage, where it sounded as though all the 
dogs were eating him alive; but that was no more than 
their regular grace before meals. When he crawled 
out at the far end, half-a-dozen furry heads followed 
him with their eyes as he went to a sort of gallows of 
whale-jawbones, from which the dogs’ meat was 
hung; split off the frozen stuff in big lumps with a 
broad-headed spear; and stood, his whip in one hand 
and the meat in the other. Each beast was called by 
name, the weakest first, and woe betide any dog that 
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moved out of his turn; for the tapering lash would 
shoot out like thonged lightning, and flick away an 
inch or so of hair and hide. Each beast growled, 
snapped, choked once over his portion, and hurried 
back to the protection of the passage, while the boy 
stood upon the snow under the blazing Northern 
Lights and dealt out justice. The last to be served was 
the big black leader of rhe team, who kept order "v 'hen 
the dogs were harnessed; and to him Kotuko gave a 
double allowance of meat as well as an extra crat k of 
the whip. 

‘Ah!’ said Kotuko, coiling up the lash, ‘I ha ^e a 
little one over the lamp that will make a great n any 
bowlings. Sarpok! Get in!’ 

He crawled back over the huddled dogs, dustec the 
dry snow from his furs with the whalebone beater that 
Amoraq kept by the door, tapped the skin-lined I’oof 
of the house to shake off any icicles that might have 
fallen from the dome of snow above, and curled up 
on the bench. The dogs in the passage snored and 
whined in their sleep, the boy-baby in Amoraq’s deep 
fur hood kicked and choked and gurgled, and the 
mother of the newly-named puppy lay at Kotuko’s 
side, her eyes fixed on the bundle of sealskin, warm 
and safe above the broad yellow flame of the lamp. 

And all this happened far away to the north, beyond 
Labrador, beyond Hudson’s Strait, where the great 
tides heave the ice about, north of Melville Peninsula 
—north even of the narrow Fury and Hecla Straits— 
on the north shore of Baffin Land, where Bylot’s 
Island stands above the ice of Lancaster Sound like a 
pudding-bowl wrong side up. North of Lancaster 
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Sound there is little we know anything about, except 
North Devon and Ellesmere Land; but even there Uve 
a few scattered people, next door, as it were, to the 
very Pole. 

Kadlu was an Inuit,—what you call an Esquimau,— 
and his tribe, some thirty persons all told, belonged to 
the Tummirmiut—‘the country lying at the back of 
something.’ In the maps that desolate coast is written 
Navy Board Inlet, but the Inuit name is best, because 
the country hes at the very back of everything in the 
world. For nine months of the year there is only ice 
and snow, and gale after gale, with a cold that no one 
can reahse who has never seen the thermometer even 
at zero. For six months of those nine it is dark; and 
diat is what makes it so horrible. In the three months 
of the summer it only freezes every other day and 
every night, and then the snow begins to weep off on 
the southerly slopes, and a few ground-willows put 
out their woolly buds, a tiny stonecrop or so makes 
beheve to blossom, beaches of fine gravel and rounded 
stones run down to the open sea, and polished boulders 
and streaked rocks lift up above the granulated snow. 
But all that is gone in a few weeks, and the wild winter 
locks down again on the land; while at sea the ice 
tears up and down the offmg, jamming and ramming, 
and splitting and liitting, and pounding and ground¬ 
ing, till it all freezes togedier, ten feet thick, from the 
land outward to deep water. 

In the winter Kadlu would follow the seal to the 
edge of this land-ice, and spear them as they came up 
to breathe at their blow-holes. The seal must have open 
water to live in and catch fish in, and in the deep of 
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winter the ice would sometimes run eighty miles with¬ 
out a break from the nearest shore. In the spring he 
and his people retreated from the floes to the rocky 
mainland, where they put up tents of skins, and snared 
the sea-birds, or speared the young seal basking on the 
beaches. Later, they would go south into Baffin Lind 
after the reindeer, and to get their year’s store of 
salmon from the hundreds of streams and lakes of the 
interior; coming back north in September or Octo ber 
for the musk-ox hunting and the regular wii ter 
sealery. This travelling was done with dog-slei|'hs, 
twenty and thirty miles a day, or sometimes down he 
coast in big skin ‘worn m-boats,’ when the dogs ;.nd 
the babies lay among the feet of the rowers, and he 
women sang songs as they gUded from cape to c pe 
over the glassy, cold waters. All the luxuries that he 
Tununirmiut knew came from the south—driftwood 
for sleigh-runners, rod-iron for harpoon-tips, steel 
knives, tin kettles that cooked food much better than 
the old soap-stone affairs, flint and steel, and even 
matches, as well as coloured ribbons for the women’s 
hair, Utde cheap mirrors, and red cloth for the edging 
of deerskin dress-jackets. Kadlu traded the rich, 
creamy, twisted narwhal-hom and musk-ox teeth 
(these are just as valuable as pearls) to the Southern 
Inuit, and they, in turn, traded with the whalers and 
the missionary-posts of Exeter and Cumberland 
Sounds; and so the chain went on, till a kettle picked 
up by a ship’s cook in the Bhendy Bazar might end 
its days over a blubber-lamp somewhere on the cool 
side of the Arctic Circle. 

Kadlu, being a good hunter, was rich in iron har- 
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poons, snow-knives, bird-darts, and all the other 
things that make Hfe easy up there in the great cold; 
and he was the head of his tribe, or^as they say^ ‘lie 
man who knowaidl about it by prapidce/ This did not 
give him any authority, except now and then he could 
advise his friends to change their hunting-grounds; 
but Kotuko used it to domineer a little, in the lazy, 
fat Inuit fashion, over the other boys, when they came 
out at night to play ball in the moonhght, or to sing 
the Child’s Song to the Aurora Borealb. 

But at fourteen an Inuit feels himself a man, and 
Kotuko was tired of making snares for wild-fowl and 
kit-foxes, and most tired of all of helping the women 
to chew seal- and deer-skins (that supples them as 
nothing else can) the long day through, while the men 
were out hunting. He wanted to go into the quaggi, 
the Singing-House, when the hunters gathered there 
for their mysteries, and the angekok, the sorcerer, 
frightened them into the most deUghtful fits after the 
lamps were put out, and you could hear the Spirit of 
the Reindeer stamping on the roof; and when a spear 
was thrust out into the open black night it came back 
covered with hot blood. He wanted to throw his big 
boots into the net with the tired air of the head of a 
family, and to gamble with the hunters when they 
dropped in of an evening and played a sort of home¬ 
made roulette with a tin pot and a nail. There were 
hundreds of things that he wanted to do, but the 
grown men laughed at him and said, ‘Wait till you 
have been in the buckle, Kotuko. Hunting is not all 
catching.’ 

Now that his father had named a puppy for him, 
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things looked brighter. An Inuit does not waste a good 
dog on his son till the boy knows something of dog¬ 
driving ; and Kotuko was more than sure that he knew 
more than everything. 

If the puppy had not had an iron constitution he 
would have died from over-stuflfmg and over-hand¬ 
ling. Kotuko made him a tiny harness with a trace 
to it, and hauled him all over the house-floor,: hout- 
ing: 'Aua! Ja aua! [(k) to die right]’. "Choiadoi! Ja 
choiachoi! [Go to die left]’. 'Ohaha! [Stop]’ The 
puppy did not like it at all, but being fished for n this 
way was pure happiness beside being put to the sleigh 
for the first time. He just sat down on the snoi % and 
played with the seal-hide trace that ran from h s har¬ 
ness to the pitu, the bi g thong in the bows of the; leigh. 
Then the team started, and the puppy found the heavy 
ten-foot sleigh running up his back, and dragging him 
along the snow, while Kotuko laughed till thii tears 
ran down his face. There followed days and days of 
the cruel whip that hisses like the wind over ice, and 
his companions all bit him because he did not know 
his work, and the harness chafed him, and he was not 
allowed to sleep with Kotuko any more, but had to 
take the coldest place in the passage. It was a sad time 
for the puppy. 

The boy learned, too, as fast as the dog; though a 
dog-sleigh is a heart-breaking thing to manage. Each 
beast is harnessed, the weakest nearest to the driver, by 
his own separate trace, which runs under his left fore¬ 
leg to the mam thong, where it is fastened by a sort of 
button and loop which can be shpped by a turn of the 
wrist, thus freeing one dog at a time. This is very 
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necessary, because young dogs often get the trace 
between their hind legs, where it cuts to the bone. 
And they one and all will go visiting their friends as 
they run, jumping in and out among the traces. 
Then they fight, and the result is more mixed than a 
wet fishing-line next morning. A great deal of trouble 
can be avoided by scientific use of the whip. Every 
Inuit boy prides himself as being a master of the long 
lash; but it is easy to flick at a mark on the ground, 
and difficult to lean forward and catch a shirking dog 
just behind the shoulders when the sleigh is going at 
full speed. If you call one dog’s name for ‘visiting’, 
and accidentally lash another, the two will fight it out 
at once, and stop all the others. Again, if you travel 
with a companion and begin to talk, or by yourself 
and sing, the dogs will halt, turn round, and sit down 
to hear what you have to say. Kotuko was run away 
from once or twice through forgetting to block the 
sleigh when he stopped; and he broke many lashings, 
and ruined a few thongs before he could be trusted 
with a full team of eight and the light sleigh. Then he 
felt himself a person of consequence, and on smooth, 
black ice, with a bold heart and a quick elbow, he 
smoked along over the levels as fast as a pack in full 
cry. He would go ten miles to the seal-holes, and when 
he was on the hunting-grounds he would twitch a 
trace loose from the pitu, and free the big black leader, 
who was the cleverest dog in the team. As soon as the 
dog had scented a breathing-hole, Kotuko would 
reverse the sleigh, driving a couple of sawed-off 
antlers, that stuck up like perambulator-handles from 
the back-rest, deep into the snow, so that the team 
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could not get away. Then he would crawl forward 
inch by inch, and wait till the seal came up to breathe. 
Then he would stab down swiftly with his spear and 
rimning-line, and presently would haul his seal up to 
the lip of the ice, while the black leader came up and 
helped to pull the carcass across the ice to the sleigh. 
That was the time when the harnessed dogs yeh ;d and 
foamed with excitement, and Kotuko laid th; long 
lash like a red-hot bar across all their faces, till tl e car¬ 
cass froze stiff. Going home was the heavy work. The 
loaded sleigh had to be humoured among the 'ough 
ice, and the dogs sat down and looked hungrily at the 
seal instead of pulling. At last they would stride the 
well-worn sleigh-road to the village, and tood s-kiyi 
along the ringing ice. heads down and tails up, while 
Kotuko struck up the ‘An-gutivaun tai-na tau- na-ne 
taina’ [The Song of tlie Returning Hunter], and voices 
hailed him from house to house under all thai: dim, 
star-htten sky. 

When Kotuko the dog came to his full growth he 
enjoyed himself too. He fought his way up the team 
steadily, fight after fight, till one fine evening, over 
their food, he tackled the big, black leader (Kotuko 
the boy saw fair play), and made second dog of him, 
as they say. So he was promoted to the long thong of 
the leading dog, running five feet in advance of all the 
others: it was liis bounden duty to stop all fighting, in 
harness or out of it, and he wore a collar of copper 
wire, very thick and heavy. On special occasions he 
was fed with cooked food inside the house, and some¬ 
times was allowed to sleep on the bench with Kotuko. 
He was a good seal-dog, and would keep a musk-ox 
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at bay by running round him and snapping at his 
heels. He would even—and this for a sleigh-dog is the 
last proof of bravery—^he would even stand up to the 
gaunt Arctic wolf, whom all dogs of the North, as a 
rule, fear beyond anything that walks the snow. He 
and his master—^they did not count the team of ordin¬ 
ary dogs as company—Shunted together, day after day 
and night after night, fur-wrapped boy and savage, 
long-haired, narrow-eyed, white - fanged, yellow 
brute. All an Inuit has to do is to get food and skins for 
himself and his family. The women-folk make the 
skins into clothing, and occasionally help in trapping 
small game; but the bulk of the food—and they eat 
enormously—must be found by the men. If the supply 
fails there is no one up there to buy or beg or borrow 
from. The people must die. 

An Inuit does not think of these chances till he is 
forced to. Kadlu, Kotuko, Amoraq, and the boy-baby 
who kicked about in Amoraq’s fur hood and chewed 
pieces of blubber all day, were as happy together as 
any family in the world. They came of a very gentle 
race—an Inuit seldom loses his temper, and almost 
never strikes a child—^who did not know exactly what 
telling a real he meant, still less how to steal. They 
were content to spear their living out of the heart of 
the bitter, hopeless cold; to smile oily smiles, and tell 
queer ghost and fairy tales of evenings, and eat till 
they could eat no more, and sing the endless woman’s 
song: ‘Amna aya, aya amna, ah! ah!’ through the long 
lamp-hghted days as they mended their clothes and 
their hunting-gear. 

But one terrible winter everything betrayed them. 
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The Tununirmiut returned from the yearly salmon¬ 
fishing, and made their houses on the early ice to the 
north of Bylot’s Island, ready to go after the seal as 
soon as the sea froze. But it was an early and savage 
autumn. All through September there were continu¬ 
ous gales that broke up the smooth seal-ice when it 
was only four or five feet thick, and forced it iiland, 
and piled a great barrier, some twenty miles brc ad, of 
lumped and ragged and needly ice, over which it was 
impossible to draw the dog-sleighs. The edge Df the 
floe off which the se-J were used to fish in win er lay 
perhaps twenty mile\ beyond this barrier, and lut of 
reach of the Tununirmiut. Even so, they migh ■ have 
managed to scrape t' lrough the winter on theii stock 
of frozen salmon and stored blubber, and wl; at the 
traps gave them, but in December one of their h unters 
came across a tupik [a skin-tent] of three women and 
a girl nearly dead, whose men had come dowm from 
the far North and been crushed in their httle skin 
hunting-boats while they were out after the long- 
homed narwhal. Kadlu, of course, could only distri¬ 
bute the women among the huts of the winter village, 
for no Inuit dare refuse a meal to a stranger. He never 
knows when his owm turn may come to beg. Amoraq 
took the girl, who was about fourteen, into her own 
house as a sort of servant. From the cut of her sharp- 
pointed hood, and the long diamond pattern of her 
white deer-skin leggings, they supposed she came from 
Ellesmere Land. She had never seen tin cooking-pots 
or wooden-shod sleighs before; but Kotuko the boy 
and Kotuko the dog were rather fond of her. 

Then all the foxes went south, and even the wolver- 
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ine, that growling, blunt-headed htde thief of the 
snow, did not take the trouble to follow the line of 
empty traps that Kotuko set. The tribe lost a couple of 
their best hunters, who were badly crippled in a fight 
with a musk-ox, and this threw more work on the 
others. Kotuko went out, day after day, with a Ught 
hunting-sleigh and six or seven of the strongest dogs, 
looking till his eyes ached for some patch of clear ice 
where a seal might perhaps have scratched a breathing- 
hole. Kotuko the dog ranged far and wide, and in the 
dead stillness of the ice-fields Kotuko the boy could 
hear his half-choked whine of excitement, above a 
seal-hole three miles away, as plainly as though he 
were at his elbow. When the dog found a hole the boy 
would build himself a Htde, low snow wall to keep off 
the worst of the bitter wind, and there he would wait 
ten, twelve, twenty hours for the seal to come up to 
breathe, his eyes glued to the tiny mark he had made 
above the hole to guide the downward thrust of his 
harpoon, a Htde seal-skin mat under his feet, and his 
legs tied together in the tutareang (the buckle that the 
old hunters had talked about). This helps to keep a 
man’s legs from twitching as he waits and waits and 
waits for the quick-eared seal to rise. Though there is 
no excitement in it, you can easily beUeve that the 
sitting still in the buckle with the thermometer per¬ 
haps forty degrees below zero is the hardest work an 
Inuit knows. When a seal was caught, Kotuko the dog 
would bound forward, his trace trailing behind him, 
and help to pull the body to the sleigh, where the tired 
and hungry dogs lay sullenly under the lee of the 
broken ice. 
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A seal did not go very far, for each mouth in the 
little village had a right to be filled, and neither hone, 
hide, nor sinew was wasted. The dogs’ meat was taken 
for human use, and Amoraq fed the team with pieces 
of old summer skin-tents raked out from under the 
sleeping-bench, and they howled and howled again, 
and waked to howl hungrily. One could tell by the 
soap-stone lamps in the huts that famine was lear. In 
good seasons, when blubber was plentiful, tl le hght 
in the boat-shaped lamps would be two feet high— 
cheerful, oily, and yellow. Now it was a 1 are six 
inches: Amoraq carefully pricked down tb; moss 
wick, when an un watched flame brightene 1 for a 
moment, and the eves of all the family follow '^ed her 
hand. The horror ot famine up there in the gn at cold 
is not so much dying, as dying in the dark. All the 
Inuit dread the dark that presses on them -vi^ithout 
a break for six months in each year; and wlien the 
lamps are low in the houses the minds of people begin 
to be shaken and confused. 

But worse was to come. 

The underfed dogs snapped and growled in the 
passages, glaring at the cold stars, and snuffmg into the 
bitter wind, night after night. When they stopped 
howling the sUence fell down again as sohd and heavy 
as a snowdrift against a door, and men could hear the 
beating of their blood in the thin passages of the ear, 
and the thumping of their own hearts, that sounded as 
loud as the noise of sorcerers’ drums beaten across the 
snow. One night Kotuko the dog, who had been un¬ 
usually sullen in harness, leaped up and pushed his 
head against Kotuko’s knee. Kotuko patted him, but 
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the dog still pushed blindly forward, fawning. Then 
Kadlu waked, and gripped the heavy wolf-like head, 
and stared into the glassy eyes. The dog whimpered 
and shivered between Kadlu’s knees. The hair rose 
about his neck, and he growled as though a stranger 
were at the door; then he barked joyously, and rolled 
on the groxmd, and bit at Kotuko’s boot like a puppy. 

‘What is it?’ said Kotuko; for he was beginning to 
be afraid. 

‘The sickness,’ Kadlu answered. ‘It is the dog-sick¬ 
ness.’ Kotuko the dog Hfted his nose and howled and 
howled again. 

‘I have not seen this before. What will he do?’ said 
Kotuko. 

Kadlu shrugged one shoulder a httle, and crossed 
the hut for his short stabbing-harpoon. The big dog 
looked at him, howled again, and slunk away down the 
passage, while the other dogs drew aside right and left 
to give him ample room. When he was out on the 
snow he barked furiously, as though on the trail of 
a musk-ox, and, barking and leaping and frisking, 
passed out of sight. His trouble was not hydrophobia, 
but simple, plain madness. The cold and the hunger, 
and, above all, the dark, had turned his head; and when 
the terrible dog-sickness once shows itself in a team, it 
spreads like wild-fire. Next hunting-day another dog 
sickened, and was killed then and there by Kotuko as 
he bit and struggled among the traces. Then the black 
second dog, who had been the leader in the old days, 
suddenly gave tongue on an imaginary reindeer-track, 
and when they shpped him from the pitu he flew at 
the throat of an ice-cliff, and ran away as his leader had 
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done, his harness on his back. After that no one would 
take the dogs out again. They needed them for some¬ 
thing else, and the dogs knew it; and though they 
were tied down and fed by hand, their eyes were full 
of despair and fear. To make things worse, the old 
women began to tell ghost-tales, and to say dfiat they 
had met the spirits of the dead hunters h'St that 
autumn, who prophesied all sorts of horrible things. 

Kotuko grieved more for the loss of his dttg than 
anything else; for though an Inuit eats enormc usly he 
also knows how to starve. But the hunger, th; dark¬ 
ness, the cold, and the exposure told on his st -ength, 
and he began to hear voices inside his head, an I to see 
people who were not there, out of the tail of lis eye. 
One night—he had unbuckled himself after ter hours’ 
waiting above a ‘blind’ seal-hole, and was sta|;gering 
back to the village faint and dizzy—^he halted to lean 
his back against a boulder which happened to be sup¬ 
ported like a rocking-stone on a single jutting point 
of ice. His weight disturbed the balance of the thing, 
it rolled over ponderously, and as Kotuko sprang aside 
to avoid it, shd after him, squeaking and hissing on the 
ice-slope. 

That was enough for Kotuko. He had been brought 
up to believe that every rock and boulder had its 
owner (its inm), who was generally a one-eyed kind 
of a Woman-Thing called a tormq, and that when a 
tornaq meant to help a man she rolled after him inside 
her stone house, and asked him whether he would take 
her for a guardian spirit. (In summer thaws the ice- 
propped rocks and boulders roll and shp all over the 
face of the land, so you can easily see how the idea of 
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live stones arose.) Kotuko heard the blood beating in 
his ears as he had heard it all day, and he thought that 
was the tomaq of the stone speaking to him. Before he 
reached home he was quite certain that he had held 
a long conversation with her, and as all his people 
beheved that this was quite possible, no one contra¬ 
dicted him. 

‘She said to me, “I jump down, I jump down from 
my place on the snow,” ’ cried Kotuko, with hollow 
eyes, leaning forward in the half-lighted hut. ‘She 
said, “I will be a guide.” She says, “I will guide you to 
the good seal-holes.” To-morrow I go out, and the 
tomaq will guide me.’ 

Then the angekok, the village sorcerer, came in, and 
Kotuko told him the tale a second time. It lost nothing 
in the telling. 

‘Follow the tornait [the spirits of the stones], and they 
will bring us food again,’ said the angekok. 

Now the girl from the North had been lying near 
the lamp, eating very Httle and saying less for days 
past; but when Amoraq and Kadlu next morning 
packed and lashed a little hand-sleigh for Kotuko, and 
loaded it with his hunting-gear and as much blubber 
and frozen seal-meat as they could spare, she took the 
pulling-rope, and stepped out boldly at the boy’s side. 

‘Your house is my house,’ she said, as the little bone- 
shod sleigh squeaked and bumped behind them in the 
awful Arctic night. 

‘My house is your house,’ said Kotuko; ‘but I think 
that we shall both go to Sedna together.’ 

Now Sedna is the Mistress of the Underworld, and 
the Inuit beUeve that every one who dies must spend 
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a year in her horrible country before going to Quadli- 
parmiut, the Happy Place, where it never freezes and 
the fat reindeer trot up when you call. 

Through the village people were shouting; ‘The 
tornait have spoken to Kotuko. They wiU show him 
open ice. He will bring us the seal again!’ Thei- voices 
were soon swallowed up by the cold, empty ds rk, and 
Kotuko and the girl shouldered close togedier as they 
strained on the puliing-rope or humoured th : sleigh 
through the ice in the direction of the Polar Sea. 
Kotuko insisted that the tornaq of the stone h id told 
him to go north, and north they went under 1 uktuq- 
djung the Reindeer- -those stars that we call th ; Great 
Bear. 

No European could have made five miles a d ly over 
the ice-rubbish and the sharp-edged drifts; bit those 
two knew exactly the turn of the wrist that c Daxes a 
sleigh round a hummock, the jerk that neatl) hfts it 
out of an ice-crack, and the exact strength that goes to 
the few quiet strokes of the spear-head that make a 
path possible when everything looks hopeless. 

The girl said nothing, but bowed her head, and the 
long wolverine-fur fringe of her ermine hood blew 
across her broad, dark face. The sky above them was 
an intense velvety black, changing to bands of Indian 
red on the horizon, where the great stars burned like 
street-lamps. From time to time a greenish wave of 
the Northern Lights would roll across the hollow of 
the high heavens, flick like a flag, and disappear; or 
a meteor would crackle from darkness to darkness, 
trailing a shower of sparks behind. Then they could 
see the ridged and furrowed surface of the floe tipped 
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and laced with strange colours—red, copper, and 
bluish; but in the ordinary starlight everythhig turned 
to one frost-bitten grey. The floe, as you will remem¬ 
ber, had been battered and tormented by the autumn 
gales till it was one frozen earthquake. There were 
gulhes and ravines, and holes like gravel-pits cut in 
ice; lumps and scattered pieces frozen down to the 
original floor of the floe; blotches of old black ice that 
had been thrust under the floe in some gale and heaved 
up again; roundish boulders of ice; saw-like edges of 
ice carved by the snow that flies before the wind; and 
sunken pits where thirty or forty acres lay below the 
level of the rest of the field. From a httle distance you 
might have taken the lumps for seal or walrus, over¬ 
turned sleighs or men on a hunting expedition, or 
even the great Ten-legged White Spirit-Bear him¬ 
self; but in spite of these fantastic shapes, all on the 
very edge of starting into life, there was neither sound 
nor the least faint echo of sound. And through tins 
silence and through this waste, where the sudden 
lights flapped and went out again, the sleigh and the 
two that pulled it crawled like things in a nightmare 
—a nightmare of the end of the world at the end of 
the world. 

When they were tired Kotuko would make what 
the hunters call a ‘half-house,’ a very small snow hut, 
into which they would huddle with the travelling- 
lamp, and try to thaw out the frozen seal-meat. When 
they had slept, the march began again—thirty miles a 
day to get ten miles northward. The girl was always 
very silent, but Kotuko muttered to himself and broke 
out into songs he had learned in the Singing-House— 
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summer songs, and reindeer and salmon songs—all 
horribly out of place at that season. He would declare 
that he heard the tornaq growling to him, and would 
run wildly up a hummock, tossing his arms and speak¬ 
ing in loud, threatening tones. To tell the truth, 
Kotuko was very nearly crazy for the time being; but 
the girl was sure that he was being guided by his 
guardian spirit, and that everything would com e right. 
She was not surprised, therefore, when at the end of 
the fourth march Kotuko, whose eyes were I uming 
like fire-balls in his head, told her that his ton aq was 
following them across the snow in the shape ol a two- 
headed dog. The girl looked where Kotuko j minted, 
and something seemed to shp into a ravine. It was 
certainly not human, but everybody knew t lat the 
tornait preferred to appear in the shape of bear a id seal, 
and such-like. 

It might have been the Ten-legged White Spirit- 
Bear himself, or it might have been anything, for 
Kotuko and the girl were so starved that their eyes 
were untrustworthy. They had trapped nothing, and 
seen no trace of game since they had left the village; 
their food would not hold out for another week, and 
there was a gale coming. A Polar storm can blow for 
ten days without a break, and all that while it is 
certain death to be abroad. Kotuko laid up a snow- 
house large enough to take in the hand-sleigh (never 
be separated from your meat), and while he was 
shaping the last irregular block of ice that makes the 
keystone of the roof, he saw a Thing looking at him 
from a Htde cHff of ice half a mile away. The air was 
hazy, and the Thing seemed to be forty feet long and 
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ten feet high, with twenty feet of tail and a shape that 
quivered all along the outlines. The girl saw it too, 
but instead of crying aloud with terror, said quietly, 
‘That is Quiquem. What comes after?’ 

‘He will speak to me,’ said Kotuko; but the snow- 
knife trembled in his hand as he spoke, because how¬ 
ever much a man may beUeve that he is a friend of 
strange and ugly spirits, he seldom likes to be taken 
quite at his word. Quiquem, too, is the phantom of a 
gigantic toothless dog without any hair, who is sup¬ 
posed to live in the far North, and to wander about 
the coiuitry just before things are going to happen. 
They may be pleasant or unpleasant things, but not 
even the sorcerers care to speak about Quiquem. He 
makes the dogs go mad. Like the Spirit-Bear, he has 
several extra pairs of legs,—six or eight,—and this 
Thing jumping up and doAvn in the haze had more 
legs than any real dog needed. Kotuko and the girl 
huddled into their hut quickly. Of course if Quiquem 
had wanted them, he could have tom it to pieces above 
their heads, but the sense of a foot-thick snow-wall 
between themselves and the wicked dark was great 
comfort. The gale broke with a shriek of wind Hke the 
shriek of a train, and for three days and three nights 
it held, never varying one point, and never lulling 
even for a minute. They fed the stone lamp between 
their knees, and nibbled at the half-warm seal-meat, 
and watched the black soot gather on the roof for 
seventy-two long hours. The girl counted up the 
food in the sleigh; there was not more than two 
days’ supply, and Kotuko looked over the iron heads 
and the deer-sinew fastenings of his harpoon and his 
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seal-lance and his bird-dart. There was nothing else 
to do. 

‘We shall go to Sedna soon—very soon,’ the girl 
whispered. ‘In three days we shall He down and go. 
Will your tomaq do nothing? Sing her an angekok’s 
song to make her come here.* 

He began to sing in the high-pitched howl of the 
magic songs, and the gale went down slowly. In the 
middle of his song the girl started, laid her m ttened 
hand and then her head to the ice floor of tl e hut. 
Kotuko followed her example, and the two ki reeled, 
staring into each oth<.-r’s eyes, and listening wid every 
nerve. He ripped a tiiin sliver of whalebone fn m the 
rim of a bird-snare that lay on the sleigh, anc, after 
straightening, set it upright in a Httle hole in t le ice, 
firming it down with his mitten. It was aln ost as 
delicately adjusted as a compass-needle, anc now 
instead of Ustening they watched. The thiu rod 
quivered a Uttle—the least litde jar in the world; then 
it vibrated steadily for a few seconds, came to rest, and 
vibrated again, this time nodding to another point of 
the compass. 

‘Too soon!’ said Kotuko. ‘Some big floe has broken 
far away outside.’ 

The girl pointed at the rod, and shook her head. 
‘It is the big breaking,’ she said. ‘Listen to the ground- 
ice. It knocks.’ 

When they kneeled this time they heard the most 
curious muffled grunts and knockings, apparendy 
under their feet. Sometimes it sounded as though a 
blind puppy were squeaking above the lamp; then as 
if a stone were being grotmd on hard ice; and again, 
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like muffled blows on a drum; but all dragged out and 
made small, as though they travelled through a Htde 
horn a weary distance away. 

‘We shall not go to Sedna lying down,’ said Kotuko. 
‘It is the breaking. The tormq has cheated us. We shall 
die.’ 

All this may sound absurd enough, but the two were 
face to face with a very real danger. The three days’ 
gale had driven the deep water of Baffin Bay 
southerly, and piled it on to the edge of the far- 
reaching land-ice that stretches from Bylot’s Island to 
the west. Also, the strong current which sets east out 
of Lancaster Sovmd carried with it mile upon mile 
of what they call pack-ice—rough ice that has not 
frozen into fields; and this pack was bombarding the 
floe at the same time that the swell and heave of the 
storm-worked sea was weakening and undermining 
it. What Kotuko and the girl had been Hstening to 
were the faint echoes of that fight thirty or forty miles 
away, and the httle tell-tale rod quivered to the shock 
of it. 

Now, as the Inuit say, when the ice once wakes after 
its long winter sleep, there is no knowing what may 
happen, for sohd floe-ice changes shape almost as 
quickly as a cloud. The gale was evidently a spring 
gale sent out of time, and anything was possible. 

Yet the two were happier in their minds than before. 
If the floe broke up there would be no more waiting 
and suffering. Spirits, goblins, and witch-people were 
moving about on the racking ice, and they might find 
themselves stepping into Sedna’s country side by side 
with all sorts of wild Things, the flush of excitement 
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Still on them. When they left the hut after the gale, 
the noise on the horizon was steadily growing, and 
the tough ice moaned and buzzed all round them. 

‘It is still waiting,’ said Kotuko, 

On the top of a hummock sat or crouched the eight¬ 
legged Thing that they had seen three days t-efore— 
and it howled horribly. 

‘Let us follow,’ said the girl, ‘It may know soj ne way 
that does not lead to Sedna’; but she reeled fron i weak¬ 
ness as she took the pulltng-rope. The Thing moved 
off slowly and clumsily across the ridges, ] leading 
always toward the westward and the land; aiid they 
followed, while the growling thunder at the :dge of 
the floe rolled nearer and nearer. The floe’s ip was 
split and cracked in every direction for three 5 r four 
miles inland, and great pans of ten-foot-th ck ice, 
from a few yards to twenty acres square, were jolting 
and ducking and surging into one another, aid into 
the yet unbroken floe, as the heavy swell took and 
shook and spouted between them. This battering-ram 
ice was, so to speak, the first army that the sea was 
flinging against the floe. The incessant crash and jar of 
these cakes almost drowned the ripping sound of 
sheets of pack-ice driven bodily under the floe as cards 
are hastily pushed under a tablecloth. Where the 
water was shallow these sheets would be piled one 
atop of the other till the bottommost touched mud 
fifty feet down, and the discoloured sea banked behind 
the muddy ice till the increasing pressure drove all 
forward again. In addition to the floe and the pack- 
ice, the gale and the currents were bringing down true 
bergs, sailing mountains of ice, snapped off from the 
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Greenland side of the water or the north shore of 
Melville Bay. They pounded in solemnly, the waves 
breaking white round them, and advanced on the floe 
like an old-time fleet under full sail. A berg that 
seemed ready to carry the world before it would 
ground helplessly in deep water, reel over, and wal¬ 
low in a lather of foam and mud and flying frozen 
spray, while a much smaller and lower one would rip 
and ride into the flat floe, flinging tons of ice on either 
side, and cutting a track half a mile long before it was 
stopped. Some fell like swords, shearing a raw-edged 
canal; and others splintered into a shower of blocks, 
weighing scores of tons apiece, that whirled and 
skirled among the hummocks. Others, again, rose up 
bodily out of the water when they shoaled, twisted as 
though in pain, and fell soUdly on their sides, while 
the sea threshed over their shoulders. This trampling 
and crowding and bending and buckling and arching 
of the ice into every possible shape was going on as 
far as the eye could reach all along the north line of 
the floe. From where Kotuko and the girl were, the 
confusion looked no more than an uneasy, rippling, 
crawling movement under the horizon; but it came 
toward them each moment, and they could hear, far 
away to landward, a heavy booming, as it might have 
been the boom of artillery through a fog. That 
showed that the floe was being jammed home against 
the iron cliffs of Bylot’s Island, the land to the south¬ 
ward behind them. 

‘This has never been before,’ said Kotuko, staring 
stupidly. ‘This is not the time. How can the floe break 
now?' 
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‘Follow thatV the girl cried, pointing to the Thing 
half hmping, half running distractedly before them. 
They followed, tugging at the hand-sleigh, while 
nearer and nearer came the roaring march of the ice. 
At last the fields round them cracked and starred in 
every direction, and the cracks opened and mapped 
like the teeth of wolves. But where the Thin}; rested, 
on a mound of old and scattered ice-blocks so ne fifty 
feet high, there was no motion. Kotuko lea] ed for¬ 
ward wildly, draggmg the girl after him, and crawled 
to the bottom of the mound. The talking ol the ice 
grew louder and louder round them, but the mound 
stayed fast, and, as the girl looked at him, he tl tew his 
right elbow upward and outward, making tl e Inuit 
sign for land in the shape of an island. And Ian I it was 
that the eight-legged, limping Thing had led t hem to 
—^some granite-tipped, sand-beached islet off the coast, 
shod and sheathed and masked with ice so that no man 
could have told it from the floe, but at the bottom 
solid earth, and not shifting ice! The smashing and 
rebound of the floes as they grounded and splintered 
marked the borders of it, and a friendly shoal ran out 
to the northward, and turned aside the rush of the 
heaviest ice, exactly as a ploughshare turns over loam. 
There was danger, of course, that some heavily 
squeezed ice-field might shoot up the beach, and plane 
off the top of the islet bodily; but that did not trouble 
Kotuko and the girl when they made their snow- 
house and began to eat, and heard the ice hammer and 
skid along the beach. The Thing had disappeared, and 
Kotuko was talking excitedly about his power over 
spirits as he crouched round the lamp. In the middle 
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of his wild sayings the girl began to laugh, and rock 
herself backward and forward. 

Behind her shoulder, crawling into the hut crawl 
by crawl, there were two heads, one yellow and one 
black, that belonged to two of the most sorrowful 
and ashamed dogs that ever you saw. Kotuko the dog 
was one, and the black leader was the other. Both were 
now fat, well-looking, and quite restored to their 
proper minds, but coupled to each other in an extra¬ 
ordinary fashion. When the black leader ran off, you 
remember, his harness was still on him. He must have 
met Kotuko the dog, and played or fought with him, 
for his shoulder-loop had caught in the plaited copper 
wire of Kotuko’s collar, and had drawn tight, so that 
neither could get at the trace to gnaw it apart, but 
each was fastened sidelong to his neighbour’s neck. 
That, with the freedom of hunting on their own ac¬ 
count, must have helped to cure their madness. They 
were very sober. 

The girl pushed the two shamefaced creatures to¬ 
ward Kotuko, and, sobbing with laughter, cried, 
‘That is Quiquem, who led us to safe grotmd. Look 
at his eight legs and double head!’ 

Kotuko cut them free, and they fell into his arms, 
yellow and black together, trying to explain how they 
had got their senses back again. Kotuko ran a hand 
down their ribs, which were round and well clothed. 
‘They have found food,’ he said, with a grin. ‘I do not 
think we shall go to Sedna so soon. My tornaq sent 
these. The sickness has left them.’ 

As soon as they had greeted Kotuko, these two, 
who had been forced to sleep and eat and hxmt to- 
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gather for the past few weeks, flew at each other’s 
throat, and there was a beautiful battle in the snow- 
house. ‘Empty dogs do not fight,’ Kotuko said. ‘They 
have foimd the seal. Let us sleep. We shall find food.’ 

When they waked there was open water on the 
north beach of die island, and all the loosened ice had 
been driven landward. The first sound of th; surf is 
one of the most delightful that the Inuit can 1 lear, for 
it means that spring is on the road. Kotuko and the 
girl took hold of hands and smiled, for the c! sar, full 
roar of the surge among the ice reminded hem of 
salmon and reindeer time and the smell of bio soming 
ground-willows. P ven as they looked, the se i began 
to skim over betw'een the floating cakes oi ice, so 
intense was the cold; but on the horizon the) e was a 
vast red glare, and that was the Ught of the sun-cen sun. 
It was more like hearing him yawn in his sleep than 
seeing him rise, and the glare lasted for onl)^ a few 
minutes, but it marked the turn of the year. Nothing, 
they felt, could alter that. 

Kotuko found the dogs fighting over a fresh-killed 
seal who was following the fish that a gale always 
disturbs. He was the first of some twenty or thirty 
seal that landed on the island in the course of the day, 
and till the sea froze hard there were hundreds of keen 
black heads rejoicing in the shallow free water and 
floating about with the floating ice. 

It was good to eat seal-hver again; to fill the lamps 
recklessly with blubber, and watch the flame blaze 
three feet in the air; but as soon as the new sea-ice bore, 
Kotuko and the girl loaded the hand-sleigh, and made 
the two dogs puU as they had never pulled in their 
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lives, for they feared what might have happened in 
their village. The weather was as pitiless as usual; but 
it is easier to draw a sleigh loaded with good food than 
to hunt starving. They left five-and-twenty seal car¬ 
casses buried in the ice of the beach, all ready for use, 
and hurried back to their people. The dogs showed 
them the way as soon as Kotuko told them what was 
expected, and though there was no sign of a landmark, 
in two days they were giving tongue outside Kadlu’s 
house. Only three dogs answered them; the others 
had been eaten, and the houses were all dark. But when 
Kotuko shouted, ‘Ojo! [boiled meat],’ weak voices 
repUed, and when he called the muster of the village 
name by name, very distinctly, there were no gaps 
in it. 

An hour later the lamps blazed in Kadlu’s house; 
snow-water was heating; the pots were beginning to 
simmer, and the snow was dripping from the roof, as 
Amoraq made ready a meal for all the village, and 
the boy-baby in the hood chewed at a strip of rich 
nutty blubber, and the hunters slowly and methodic¬ 
ally filled themselves to die very brim with seal-meat. 
Kotuko and the girl told their tale. The two dogs sat 
between them, and whenever their names came in, 
they cocked an ear apiece and looked most thoroughly 
ashamed of themselves. A dog who has once gone mad 
and recovered, the Inuit say, is safe against all further 
attacks. 

‘So the tornaq did not forget us,’ said Kotuko. ‘The 
storm blew, the ice broke, and the seal swam in behind 
the fish that were frightened by the storm. Now the 
new seal-holes are not two days distant. Let the good 
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hunters go to-morrow and bring back the seal I have 
speared—twenty-five seal buried in the ice. When we 
have eaten those we will all follow the seal on the floe.’ 

‘What do yoM do?’ said the sorcerer in the same sort 
of voice as he used to Kadlu, richest of the Tununir- 
miut. 

Kadlu looked at the girl from the North, a id said 
quietly, *We build a house.’ He pointed to the north¬ 
west side of Kadlu’s house, for that is the side oi which 
the married son or daughter always Hves. 

The girl turned lier hands palm upward, with a 
little despairing shake of her head. She was a foi eigner, 
picked up starving, and could bring nothing to the 
housekeeping. 

Amoraq jumped ifom the bench where she! at, and 
began to sweep things into the girl’s lap—stone lamps, 
iron skin-scrapers, tin kettles, deer-skins embn lidered 
with musk-ox teeth, and real canvas-needles mch as 
sailors use—the finest dowry that has ever been given 
on the far edge of the Arctic Circle, and the girl from 
the North bowed her head down to the very floor. 

‘Also these!’ said Kotuko, laughing and signing to 
the dogs, who thrust their cold muzzles into the girl’s 
face. 

‘Ah,’ said the angekok, with an important cough, as 
though he had been thinking it all over. ‘As soon as 
Kotvio left the village I went to the Singing-House 
and sang magic. I sang all the long nights, and called 
upon the Spirit of the Reindeer. My singing made the 
gale blow that broke the ice and drew the two dogs 
toward Kotuko when the ice would have crushed his 
bones. My song drew the seal in behind the broken 
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ice. My body lay still in the quaggi, but my spirit ran 
about on the ice, and guided Kotuko and the dogs in 
all the things they did. I did it.’ 

Everybody was full and sleepy, so no one contra¬ 
dicted; and the angekok, by virtue of his office, helped 
himself to yet another lump of boiled meat, and lay 
down to sleep with the others in the warm, well- 
hghted, oil-smelling home. 

Now Kotuko, who drew very well in the Inuit 
fashion, scratched pictures of all these adventures on 
a long, flat piece of ivory with a hole at one end. 
When he and the girl went north to Ellesmere Land 
in the year of the Wonderful Open Winter, he left 
the picture-story with Kadlu, who lost it in the shingle 
when his dog-sleigh broke down one summer on the 
beach of Lake Netilling at Nikosiring, and there a 
Lake Inuit found it next spring and sold it to a man at 
Imigen who was interpreter on a Cumberland Sound 
whaler, and he sold it to Hans Olsen, who was after¬ 
ward a quartermaster on board a big steamer that 
took tourists to the North Cape in Norway. When 
the tourist season was over, the steamer ran between 
London and Australia, stopping at Ceylon, and there 
Olsen sold the ivory to a Cingalese jeweller for two 
imitation sapphires. I found it under some rubbish in 
a house at Colombo, and have translated it from one 
end to the other. 


410 



‘angutivaun taina’ 


[This is a very free translation of the Song of the 
Returning Hunter, as the men used to sing it after 
seal-spearing. The Inuit always repeat things oA er and 
over again.] 


Our gloves are stiff with the frozen blood, 
Our furs with, the drifted snow. 

As we come in with the seal—the seal! 

In from the edge of the foe. 


Au jana! Aua' Oha! Haq! 

And the yelping dog-teams go, 

And the long xvhips crack, and the men come back. 
Back from the edge of the foe! 


We tracked our seal to his secret place. 

We heard him scratch below. 

We made our mark, and we watched beside. 
Out on the edge of the foe. 


We raised our lance when he rose to breathe. 

We drove it downward — so! 

And we played him thus, and we killed him thus. 
Out on the edge of the foe. 
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Our gloves are glued with the frozen blood. 

Our eyes with the drifting snow; 

But we come back to our wives again. 

Back from the edge of thefloel 

Au jana! Aua! Oha! Haq! 

And the loaded dog-teams go. 

And the wives can hear their men come back. 
Back from the edge of the floe! 
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I will remember what I was. I am sick of rope and 
chain.. 

I will remember my old strength and all my forest 
affairs. 

I will not sell my back to man for a bundle of tugar- 
cane, 

I will go out to my own kind, and the wood-; blk in 
their lairs. 

I will go out until die day, until the morning jreak, 
Out to the winds’ untainted kiss, the waters clean 
caress: 

I will forget my ankle-ring and snap my picket- stake. 
I will revisit my lost loves, and playmates mast irless! 

K ala nag, which means Black Snake, had served 
the Indian Government in every way that an 
elephant could serve it for forty-seven years, and 
as he was fully twenty years old when he was caught, 
that makes him nearly seventy—a ripe age for an 
elephant. He remembered pushing, widi a big leather 
pad on his forehead, at a gun stuck in deep mud, and 
that was before the Afghan War of 1842, and he had 
not then come to his full strength. His mother, Radha 
Pyari,—Radha the darling,—who had been caught in 
the same drive with Kala Nag, told him, before his 
Utde milk-tusks had dropped out, that elephants who 
were afraid always got hurt; and Kala Nag knew that 
that advice was good, for the first time that he saw a 


415 



THE JUNGLE BOOKS 

shell burst he backed, screaming, into a stand of piled 
rifles, and the bayonets pricked him in all his softest 
places. So before he was twenty-five he gave up being 
afraid, and so he was the best-loved and the best- 
looked-after elephant in the service of the Govern¬ 
ment of India. He had carried tents, twelve hundred 
pounds’ weight of tents, on the march in Upper India; 
he had been hoisted into a ship at the end of a steam- 
crane and taken for days across the water, and made 
to carry a mortar on his back in a strange and rocky 
country very far from India, and had seen the Emperor 
Theodore lying dead in Magdala, and had come back 
again in the steamer, entitled, so the soldiers said, to 
the Abyssinian War medal. He had seen his fellow- 
elephants die of cold and epilepsy and starvation and 
sunstroke up at a place called Ali Musjid, ten years 
later; and afterward he had been sent down thousands 
of miles south to haul and pile big baulks of teak in 
the timber-yards at Moulmein. There he had half 
killed an insubordinate young elephant who was 
shirking his fair share of the work. 

After that he was taken off timber-hauling, and 
employed, with a few score other elephants who were 
trained to the business, in helping to catch wild 
elephants among the Garo hills. Elephants are very 
strictly preserved by the Indian Government. There is 
one whole department which does nothing else but 
hunt them, and catch them, and break them in, and 
send them up and down the country as they are needed 
for work. 

Kala Nag stood ten fair feet at the shoulders, and his 
tusks had been cut off short at five feet, and bound 
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rovind the ends, to prevent them splitting, with bands 
of copper; but he could do more with those stumps 
than any untrained elephant could do with the real 
sharpened ones. 

When, after weeks and weeks of cautious driving of 
scattered elephants across the hills, the forty or fifty 
wild monsters were driven into the last stockad(, and 
the big drop-gate, made of tree-trunks lashel to¬ 
gether, jarred down behind them, Kala Nag, i t the 
word of command, v ould go into that flaring, r rum- 
peting pandemonium (generally at night, whe i the 
flicker of the torches made it difficult to udge 
distances), and, picking out the biggest and w ildest 
tusker of the mob, we ald hammer him and hustl ■ him 
into quiet while the men on the backs of the )ther 
elephants roped and tied the smaller ones. 

There was nothing in the way of fighting that Kala 
Nag, the old wise Black Snake, did not know, for he 
had stood up more than once in his time to the charge 
of the wounded tiger, and, curling up his soft trunk to 
be out of harm’s way, had knocked the springing 
brute sideways in mid-air with a quick sickle-cut of 
his head, that he had invented all by himself; had 
knocked him over, and kneeled upon him with his 
huge knees till the life went out with a gasp and a 
howl, and there was only a fluffy striped thing on the 
ground for Kala Nag to pull by the tail. 

‘Yes,’ said Big Toomai, his driver, the son of 
Black Toomai who had taken him to Abyssinia, and 
grandson of Toomai of the Elephants who had 
seen him caught, ‘there is nothing that the Black 
Snake fears except me. He has seen three generations 
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of US feed him and groom him, and he will live to 
see four.’ 

‘He is afraid of me also,’ said Litde Toomai, standing 
up to his full height of four feet, with only one rag 
upon him. He was ten years old, the eldest son of Big 
Toomai, and, according to custom, he would take his 
father’s place on Kala Nag’s neck when he grew up, 
and would handle the heavy iron ankus, the elephant- 
goad that had been worn smooth by his father, and 
his grandfather, and his great-grandfather. He knew 
what he was talking of; for he had been bom under 
Kala Nag’s shadow, had played with the end of his 
trunk before he could walk, had taken him down to 
water as soon as he could walk, and Kala Nag would 
no more have dreamed of disobeying his shrill Uttle 
orders than he would have dreamed of killing him 
on that day when Big Toomai carried the Uttle brown 
baby xmder Kala Nag’s tusks, and told him to salute 
his master that was to be. 

‘Yes,’ said Little Toomai, ‘he is afraid of me,’ and he 
took long strides up to Kala Nag, called him a fat old 
pig, and made him Uft up his feet one after the other. 

‘Wahl’ said Little Toomai, ‘thou art a big ele¬ 
phant,’ and he wagged his fluffy head, quoting his 
father. ‘The Government may pay for elephants, but 
they belong to us mahouts. When thou art old, Kala 
Nag, there will come some rich Rajah, and he will buy 
thee from the Government, on account of thy size and 
thy manners, and then thou wilt have nothing to do 
but to carry gold earrings in thy ears, and a gold 
howdah on thy back, and a red cloth covered with 
gold on thy sides, and walk at the head of the proces- 
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sions of the King. Then I shall sit on thy neck, O Kala 
Nag, with a silver ankus, and men will run before us 
with golden sticks, crying, “Room for the King’s 
elephant!” That will be good, Kala Nag, but not so 
good as this hunting in the jimgles.’ 

‘Umph!’ said Big Toomai. ‘Thou art a boy. and as 
wild as a buffalo-calf. This running up and down 
among the hills is not the best Government s« rvice. I 
am getting old, and I do not love wild elephan s. Give 
me brick elephant-bnes, one stall to each elephi nt, and 
big stumps to tie them to safely, and flat, broa i roads 
to exercise upon, instead of this come-and-gc camp¬ 
ing. Aha, the Cawtipore barracks were good There 
was a bazar close by, and only three hours’ vork a 
day.’ 

Little Toomai remembered the Cawnpore eL phant- 
lines and said nothing. He very much preferred tlie 
camp life, and hated those broad, flat roads, vuth the 
daily grubbing for grass in the forage-reserve, and the 
long hours when there was nothing to do except to 
watch Kala Nag fidgeting in his pickets. 

What Little Toomai liked was the scramble up 
bridle-paths that only an elephant could take; the dip 
into the valley below; the gUmpses of the wild ele¬ 
phants browsing miles away; the rush of the frightened 
pig and peacock imder Kala Nag’s feet; the blinding 
warm rains, when all the hills and valleys smoked; the 
beautiful misty mornings when nobody knew where 
they would camp that night; the steady, cautious drive 
of die wild elephants, and the mad rush and blaze and 
hullabaloo of the last night’s drive, when the elephants 
poured into the stockade hke boulders in a landslide. 
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found that they could not get out, and flung them¬ 
selves at the heavy posts only to be driven back by 
yells and flaring torches and volleys of blank cartridge. 

Even a little boy could be of use there, and Toomai 
was as useful as three boys. He would get his torch and 
wave it, and yell with the best. But the really good 
time came when the driving out began, and the 
Keddah—that is, the stockade—^looked like a picture of 
the end of the world, and men had to make signs to 
one another, because they could not hear themselves 
speak. Then Little Toomai would climb up to the 
top of one of the quivering stockade-posts, his sun- 
bleached brown hair flying loose all over his shoulders, 
and he looking like a goblin in the torch-light; and as 
soon as there was a lull you could hear his high- 
pitched yells of encouragement to Kala Nag, above 
the trumpeting and crashing, and snapping of ropes, 
and groans of the tethered elephants. 'Mail, mail, Kala 
Nag! [Go on, go on. Black Snake!] Dant do! [Give 
him the tusk!] Somalo! Somalo! [Careful, careful!] 
Maro! Mar! [Hit him, hit him!] Mind the post! Arri! 
Axrk! Hai! Yai! Kya-a-ah!' he would shout, and the 
big fight between Kala Nag and the wild elephant 
would sway to and fro across the Keddah, and the old 
elephant-catchers would wipe the sweat out of their 
eyes, and find time to nod to Little Toomai wriggling 
with joy on the top of the posts. 

He did more than wriggle. One night he slid down 
from the post and shpped in between the elephants, 
and threw up the loose end of a rope, which had 
dropped, to a driver who was trying to get a purchase 
on the leg of a kicking young cjilf (calves always give 
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more trouble than full-grown animals). Kala Nag saw 
him, caught him in his trunk, and handed him up to 
Big Toomai, who slapped him then and there, and 
put him back on the post. 

Next morning he gave him a scolding, and said; 
‘Are not good brick elephant-lines and a little rent¬ 
carrying enough, that thou must needs go elepl ant- 
catching on thy own account, httle worthless? Now 
those foolish hunters, whose pay is less than my pay, 
have spoken to Petersen Sahib of the matter.’ 1 ittle 
Toomai was frightened. He did not know mu( b of 
white men, but Petersen Sahib was the greatest \ehite 
man in the world to him. He was the head cf all 
the Keddah operatiom—the man who caught al the 
elephants for the Government of India, and who Ic aew 
more about the ways ot'elephants than any living i nan. 

‘What—what will happen?’ said Little Toomai. 

‘Happen! the worst chat can happen. Petersen Sahib 
is a madman. Else why should he go hunting these 
wild devils? He may even require thee to be an 
elephant-catcher, to sleep anywhere in these fever- 
filled jungles, and at last to be trampled to death in the 
Keddah. It is well that this nonsense ends safely. Next 
week the catching is over, and we of the plains are sent 
back to our stations. Then we will march on smooth 
roads, and forget all this hunting. But, son, I am angry 
that thou shouldst meddle in the business that belongs 
to these dirty Assamese jungle-folk. Kala Nag will 
obey none but me, so I must go with him into the 
Keddah; but he is only a fighting elephant, and he 
does not help to rope them. So I sit at my ease, as 
befits a mahout,—^not a mere hunter,—a mahout, I 
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say, and a man who gets a pension at the end of his 
service. Is the family of Toomai of the Elephants to be 
trodden underfoot in the dirt of a Keddah? Bad one! 
Wicked one! Worthless son! Go and wash Kala Nag 
and attend to his ears, and see that there are no thorns 
in his feet; or else Petersen Sahib will surely catch thee 
and make thee a wild hunter—a follower of elephants’ 
foot-tracks, a jungle-bear. Bah! Shame! Go!’ 

Little Toomai went off without saying a word, but 
he told Kala Nag all his grievances while he was 
examining his feet. ‘No matter,’ said Little Toomai, 
turning up the fringe of Kala Nag’s huge right ear. 
‘They have said my name to Petersen Sahib, and per¬ 
haps—and perhaps—and perhaps—who knows? Hai! 
That is a big thorn that I have pulled out!’ 

The next few days were spent in getting the ele¬ 
phants together, in walking the newly caught wild 
elephants up and down between a couple of tame 
ones, to prevent them from giving too much trouble 
on the downward march to the plains, and in taking 
stock of the blankets and ropes and things that had 
been worn out or lost in the forest. 

Petersen Sahib came in on his clever she-elephant 
Pudmini. He had been paying off other camps among 
the hills, for the season was coming to an end, and 
there was a native clerk sitting at a table under a tree 
to pay the drivers their wages. As each man was paid 
he went back to his elephant, and joined the line that 
stood ready to start. The catchers, and hunters, and 
beaters, the men of the regular Keddah, who stayed in 
the jungle year in and year out, sat on the backs of the 
elephants that belonged to Petersen Sahib’s permanent 
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force, or leaned against the trees with their guns across 
their arms, and made fun of the drivers who were 
going away, and laughed when the newly caught 
elephants broke the line and ran about. 

Big Toomai went up to the clerk with Litde 
Toomai behind him, and Machua Appa, the lead- 
tracker, said in an undertone to a friend of his, ‘T here 
goes one piece of good elephant-stuff at least. ’’ Pis a 
pity to send that young jungle-cock to moult i] t the 
plains.’ 

Now Petersen Sahib had ears all over him, as a man 
must have who listens to the most silent of all 1 ving 
things—the wild elepliant. He turned where he was 
lying all along on Pud mini’s back, and said, ‘Wl lat is 
that? I did not know of a man among the pi lins- 
drivers who had wit enough to rope even a dead 
elephant.’ 

‘This is not a man, but a boy. He went into the 
Keddah at the last drive, and threw Barmao there the 
rope when we were trying to get that young calf with 
the blotch on his shoulder away from his mother.’ 

Machua Appa pointed at Little Toomai, and 
Petersen Sahib looked, and Little Toomai bowed to 
the earth. 

‘He throw a rope? He is smaller than a picket-pin. 
Little one, what is thy name?’ said Petersen Sahib. 

Little Toomai was too frightened to speak, but Kala 
Nag was behind him, and Toomai made a sign with 
his hand, and the elephant caught him up in his trunk 
and held him level with Pudmini’s forehead, in front 
of the great Petersen Sahib. Then Little Toomai 
covered his face with his hands, for he was only a 
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child, and except where elephants were concerned, 
he was just as bashful as a child could be, 

*Oho!’ said Petersen Sahib, smiling underneath his 
moustache, ‘and why didst thou teach thy elephant 
that trick? Was it to help thee steal green com from 
the roofs of the houses when the ears are put out to 
dry?’ 

‘Not green com, Protector of the Poor,—melons,’ 
said Little Toomai, and all the men sitting about broke 
into a roar of laughter. Most of them had taught their 
elephants that trick when they were boys. Little 
Toomai was hanging eight feet up in the air, and he 
wished very much that he were eight feet under 

‘He is Toomai, my son. Sahib,’ said Big Toomai, 
scowling. ‘He is a very bad boy, and he will end in a 
jail, Sahib.’ 

‘Of that I have my doubts,’ said Petersen Sahib. ‘A 
boy who can face a full Keddah at his age does not end 
in jails. See, little one, here are four annas to spend in 
sweetmeats because thou hast a Uttle head under that 
great thatch of hair. In time thou mayest become a 
hunter too.’ Big Toomai scowled more than ever. 
‘Remember, though, that Keddahs are not good for 
children to play in,’ Petersen Sahib went on. 

‘Must I never go there. Sahib?’ asked Little Toomai, 
with a big gasp. 

‘Yes.’ Petersen Sahib smiled again, ‘When thou hast 
seen the elephants dance. That is the proper time. 
Come to me when thou hast seen the elephants dance, 
and then I will let thee go into all the Keddahs.’ 

There was another roar of laughter, for that is an 
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old joke among elephant-catchers, and it means just 
never. There are great cleared flat places hidden away 
in the forests that are called elephants’ ball-rooms, but 
even these are only found by accident, and no man 
has ever seen the elephants dance. When a driver boasts 
of his skill and bravery the other drivers say, ‘And 
when didst thou see the elephants dance?’ 

Kala Nag put Little 1 oomai down, and he bo we d to 
the earth again and wont away with his father, and 
gave the silver four-auna piece to his mother, ’ vho 
was nursing his baby brother, and they all were pu t up 
on Kala Nag’s back, and the line of grunting, sqi eal- 
ing elephants rolled down the hill-path to the plains. 
It was a very Uvely march on account of the lew 
elephants, who gave trouble at every ford, and ■'yho 
needed coaxing or beating every other minute. 

Big Toomai prodded Kala Nag spitefully, for he 
was very angry, but Litde Toomai was too happy to 
speak. Petersen Sahib had noticed him, and given him 
money, so he felt as a private soldier would feel if he 
had been called out of the ranks and praised by his 
commander-in-chief. 

‘What did Petersen Sahib mean by the elephant- 
dance?’ he said, at last, softly to his mother. 

Big Toomai heard him and grunted. ‘That thou 
shouldst never be one of these hill-buffaloes of 
trackers. TTtat was what he meant. Oh, you in front, 
what is blocking the way?’ 

An Assamese driver, two or three elephants aliead, 
turned roimd angrily, crying: ‘Bring up Kala Nag, 
and knock this youngster of mine into good behaviour. 
Why should Petersen Sahib have chosen me to go 
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down with you donkeys of the rice-fields? Lay your 
beast alongside, Toomai, and let him prod with his 
tusks. By dl the Gods of the Hills, these new elephants 
are possessed, or else they can smell their companions 
in the jungle.’ 

Kala Nag hit the new elephant in the ribs and 
knocked the wind out of him, as Big Toomai said, 
‘We have swept the hills of wild elephants at the last 
catch. It is only your carelessness in driving. Must I 
keep order along the whole line?’ 

‘Hear him!’ said the other driver. *We have swept 
the hills! Ho! ho! You are very wise, you plains- 
people. Anyone but a mud-head who never saw the 
jungle would know that they know that the drives are 
ended for the season. Therefore all the wild elephants 

to-night win-but why should I waste wisdom on a 

river-turtle?’ 

‘What wiU they do?’ Little Toomai called out. 

‘Ohe, little one. Art thou there? WeU, I will tell 
thee, for thou hast a cool head. They will dance, and 
it behoves thy father, who has swept all the hills of 
all the elephants, to double-chain his pickets to-night.’ 

‘What talk is this?’ said Big Toomai. ‘For forty 
years, father and son, we have tended elephants, and 
we have never heard such moonshine about dances.’ 

‘Yes; but a plains-man who lives in a hut knows 
only the four walls of his hut. Well, leave thy ele¬ 
phants unshackled to-night and see what comes; as for 

their dancing, I have seen the place where- Bapree- 

Bap! how many windings has the Dihang River? Here 
is another ford, and we must swim the calves. Stop 
still, you behind there.’ 
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And in this way, talking and wrangling and splash¬ 
ing through the rivers, they made their first march to 
a sort of receiving-camp for the new elephants; but 
they lost their tempers long before they got there. 

Then the elephants were chained by their hind legs 
to their big stumps of pickets, and extra ropes were 
fitted to the new elephants, and the fodder was pi led 
before them, and the hiU-drivers went back to 
Petersen Sahib through the afternoon light, telling :he 
plains-drivers to be extra careful that night, : nd 
laughing when the plains-drivers asked the reason 

Little Toomai attended to Kala Nag’s supper, ; nd 
as evening fell wandereii through the camp, unspe k- 
ably happy, in search ot a tom-tom. When an Ind an 
child’s heart is full, he di>es not run about and mal? 3 a 
noise in an irregular fashion. He sits dovm to a sort of 
revel all by himself And Little Toomai had been 
spoken to by Petersen Sahib! If he had not found what 
he wanted, I believe he would have burst. But the 
sweetmeat-seller in the camp lent him a little tom-tom 
—a drum beaten with the flat of the hand—and he sat 
down, cross-legged, before Kala Nag as the stars began 
to come out, the tom-tom in his lap, and he thumped 
and he thumped and he thumped, and the more he 
thought of the great honour that had been done to 
him, the more he thumped, all alone among the 
elephant-fodder. There was no tune and no words, 
but the thumping made him happy. 

The new elephants strained at their ropes, and 
squealed and trumpeted from time to time, and he 
could hear his mother in the camp hut putting his 
small brother to sleep with an old, old song about the 
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great God Shiv, who once told all the animals what 
they should eat. It is a very soothing lullaby, and the 
first verse says:— 

Shiv, who poured the harvest and made the winds to 
blow. 

Sitting at the doorways of a day of long ago. 

Gave to each his portion, food and toil and fate. 
From the King upon the guddee to the Beggar at the 
gate. 

All things made he—Shiva the Preserver. 

Mahadeo! Mahadeo! He made all,— 

Thom for the camel, fodder for the kine. 

And mother’s heart for sleepy head, O little son of 
mine! 

Little Toomai came in with a joyous tunk-a-tmk at 
the end of each verse, till he felt sleepy and stretched 
himself on the fodder at Kala Nag’s side. 

At last the elephants began to lie down one after 
another, as is their custom, till only Kala Nag at the 
right of the line was left standing up; and he rocked 
slowly from side to side, his ears put forward to listen 
to the night wind as it blew very slowly across the 
hills. The air was full of all the night noises that, taken 
together, make one big silence—the click of one 
bamboo-stem against the other, the rustle of some¬ 
thing alive in the undergrowth, the scratch and squawk 
of a half-waked bird (birds are awake in the night 
much more often than we imagine), and the fall of 
water ever so far away. Little Toomai slept for some 
time, and when he waked it was brilHant moonhght, 
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and Kala Nag was still standing up with his ears cocked. 
Little Toomai turned, rustling in the fodder, and 
watched the curve of his big back against half the 
stars in heaven; and while he watched he heard, so far 
away that it sounded no more than a pinhole of noise 
pricked through the stillness, the ‘hoot-toot’ of a wUd 
elephant. 

All the elephants in die lines jumped up as if tl ey 
had been shot, and their grunts at last waked he 
sleeping mahouts, and they came out and drove in he 
picket-pegs with big mallets, and tightened this n pe 
and knotted that till all was quiet. One new eleph.nt 
had nearly grubbed up his picket, and Big Toor lai 
took off Kala Nag’s leg-chain and shackled that e le- 
phant fore-foot to hind-foot, but shpped a loop of 
grass-string round Kala Nag’s leg, and told him to 
remember that he was tied fast. He knew that he and 
his father and his grandfather had done the very same 
thing hundreds of times before. Kala Nag did not 
answer to the order by gurghng, as he usually did. He 
stood still, looking out across the moonHght, his head 
a Uttle raised, and his ears spread like fans, up to the 
great folds of the Garo hills. 

‘Look to him if he grows restless in the night,’ said 
Big Toomai to Little Toomai, and he went into the hut 
and slept. Little Toomai was just going to sleep, too, 
when he heard the coir string snap with a little ‘tang,’ 
and Kala Nag rolled out of his pickets as slowly and as 
silently as a cloud rolls out of the mouth of a valley. 
Little Toomai pattered after him, barefooted, down 
the road in the moonlight, calling under his breath, 
‘Kala Nag! Kala Nag! Take me with you, O Kala 
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Nag!’ The elephant turned without a sound, took three 
strides back to the boy in the moonhght, put down his 
trunk, swung him up to his neck, and sJmost before 
Little Toomai had setded his knees shpped into the 
forest. 

There was one blast of furious trumpeting from the 
hnes, and then the silence shut down on everything, 
and Kala Nag began to move. Sometimes a tuft of 
high grass washed along his sides as a wave washes 
along the sides of a ship, and sometimes a cluster of 
wild-pepper vines would scrape along his back, or 
a bamboo would creak where his shoulder touched it; 
but between those times he moved absolutely without 
any sound, drifting through the thick Garo forest as 
though it had been smoke. He was going uphill, but 
though Little Toomai watched the stars in the rifts of 
the trees, he could not tell in what direction. 

Then Kala Nag reached the crest of the ascent and 
stopped for a minute, and Litde Toomai could see the 
tops of the trees lying all speckled and furry under the 
moonhght for miles and miles, and the blue-white 
mist over the river in the hollow. Toomai leaned for¬ 
ward and looked, and he felt that the forest was awake 
below him—awake and alive and crowded. A big 
brown fruit-eating bat brushed past his ear; a porcu¬ 
pine’s quills ratded in the thicket; and in the darkness 
between the tree-stems he heard a hog-bear digging 
hard in the moist, warm earth, and snulfmg as it 
digged. 

Then the branches closed over his head again, and 
Kala Nag began to go down into the valley—not 
quietly this time, but as a runaway gun goes down a 
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Steep bank—in one rush. The huge Hmbs moved as 
steadily as pistons, eight feet to each stride, and the 
wrinkled skin of the elbow-points rustled. The under¬ 
growth on either side of him ripped with a noise like 
torn canvas, and the saplings that he heaved away right 
and left with his shoulders sprang back again, and 
banged him on the flank, and great trails of cree| ers, 
all matted together, hung from his tusks as he th xw 
his head from side to side and ploughed out his p ith- 
way. Then Little Toomai laid himself down clos: to 
the great neck, lest a swinging bough should sv eep 
him to the ground, and he wished that he were 1 ack 
in the lines again. 

The grass began to grt squashy, and Kala Nag’s feet 
sucked and squelched .is he put them down, and the 
night mist at the bottom of the valley chilled L ttle 
Toomai. There was a splash and a trample, and the 
rush of running water, and Kala Nag strode through 
the bed of a river, feehng his way at each step. Above 
the noise of the water, as it swirled round the ele¬ 
phant’s legs. Little Toomai could hear more splash¬ 
ing and some trumpeting both up stream and down 
—great grunts and angry snortings, and all the mist 
about him seemed to be full of rolhng, wavy shadows. 

'AH' he said, half aloud, his teeth chattering. ‘The 
elephant-folk are out to-night. It is the dance, then.’ 

Kala Nag swashed out of the water, blew his trunk 
clear, and began another chmb; but this time he was 
not alone, and he had not to make his path. That was 
made already, six feet wide, in front of him, where the 
bent jungle-grass was trying to recover itself and 
stand up. Many elephants must have gone that way 
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only a few minutes before. Little Toomai looked back, 
and behind him a great wild tusker, with his httle 
pig’s eyes glowing hke hot coals, was just Hfting him¬ 
self out of the misty river. Then the trees closed up 
again, and they went on and up, with trumpetings 
and crashings, and the sound of breaking branches on 
every side of them. 

At last Kala Nag stood still between two tree-trunks 
at the very top of the hill. They were part of a circle 
of trees that grew round an irregular space of some 
three or four acres, and in all that space, as Little 
Toomai could see, the ground had been trampled 
down as hard as a brick floor. Some trees grew in the 
centre of the clearing, but their bark was rubbed 
away, and the white wood beneath showed all shiny 
and pohshed in the patches of moonUght. There were 
creepers hanging from the upper branches, and the 
bells of the flowers of the creepers, great waxy white 
things like convolvuluses, hung down fast asleep; but 
within the limits of the clearing there was not a single 
blade of green—nothing but the trampled earth. 

The moonhght showed it all iron-grey, except 
where some elephants stood upon it, and their 
shadows were inky black. Little Toomai looked, hold¬ 
ing his breath, with his eyes starting out of his head, 
and as he looked, more and more and more elephants 
swung out into the open from between the tree- 
trimks. Little Toomai could count only up to ten, and 
he counted again and again on his fingers till he lost 
count of the tens, and his head began to swim. Out¬ 
side the clearing he could hear them crashing in the 
undergrowth as they worked their way up the hill- 
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side; but as soon as they were within the circle of the 
tree-trunks they moved like ghosts. 

There were white-tusked wild males, with fallen 
leaves and nuts and twigs lying in the wrinkles of 
their necks and the folds of their ears; fat, slow-foored 
she-elephants, with restless little pinky-black cal '^es 
only three or four feet high running under th;ir 
stomachs; young elephants with their tusks just beg n- 
ning to show, and very proud of them; lanky, scrag yy 
old-maid elephants, widi their hollow, anxious fac :s, 
and trunks like rough bark; savage old buU-elephar ts, 
scarred from shoulder to flank with great weals a id 
cuts of bygone fights, .ind the caked dirt of thi ir 
solitary mud-baths dropping from their shouldeis; 
and there was one with a broken tusk and the mar<cs 
of the full-stroke, the terrible drawing scrape, of a 
tiger’s claws on his side. 

They were standing head to head, or walking to 
and fro across the groimd in couples, or rocking and 
swaying all by themselves—scores and scores of 
elephants. 

Toomai knew that, so long as he lay still on Kala 
Nag’s neck, nothing would happen to him; for even 
in the rush and scramble of a Keddah-drive a wild 
elephant does not reach up with his trunk and drag a 
man off the neck of a tame elephant; and these ele¬ 
phants were not thinking of men tliat night. Once 
they started and put their ears forward when they 
heard the chinking of a leg-iron in the forest, but it 
was Pudmini, Petersen Sahib’s pet elephant, her chain 
snapped short off, grunting, snuffling up the hillside. 
She must have broken her pickets, and come straight 

2 F 
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from Petersen Sahib’s camp; and Little Toomai saw 
another elephant, one that he did not know, with deep 
rope-galls on his back and breast. He, too, must have 
run away from some camp in the hills about. 

At last there was no sound of any more elephants 
moving in the forest, and Kala Nag rolled out from 
his station between the trees and went into the middle 
of the crowd, clucking and gurgling, and all the 
elephants began to talk in their own tongue, and to 
move about. 

Still lying down. Little Toomai looked down upon 
scores and scores of broad backs, and wagging ears, 
and tossing trunks, and little rolling eyes. He heard the 
click of tusks as they crossed other tusks by accident, 
and the dry rustle of trunks twined together, and the 
chafing of enormous sides and shoulders in the crowd, 
and the incessant flick and hissh of the great tails. Then 
a cloud came over the moon, and he sat in black dark¬ 
ness; but the quiet, steady hustling and pushing and 
gurgling went on just the same. He knew that there 
were elephants all round Kala Nag, and that there 
was no chance of backing him out of the assembly; so 
he set his teeth and shivered. In a Keddah at least there 
was torch-light and shouting, but here he was all alone 
in the dark, and once a trunk came up and touched 
him on the knee. 

Then an elephant trumpeted, and they all took it up 
for five or ten terrible seconds. The dew from the 
trees above spattered down like rain on the unseen 
backs, and a dull booming noise began, not very loud 
at first, and Little Toomai could not tell what it was; 
but it grew and grew, and Kala Nag lifted up one fore- 
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foot and then the other, and brought them down on 
the ground—one-two, one-two, as steadily as trip¬ 
hammers, The elephants were stamping all together 
now, and it sounded like a war-drum beaten at the 
mouth of a cave. The dew fell from the trees till thtre 
was no more left to fall, and the booming went (>n, 
and the ground rocked and shivered, and Little 
Toomai put his hands up to his ears to shut out t he 
sound. But it was all one gigantic jar that ran throu gh 
him—this stamp of hundreds of heavy feet on the r-w 
earth. Once or twice he could feel Kala Nag and all 
the others surge forward a few strides, and the thuir p- 
ing would change to the crushing sound of juicy gre m 
things being bruised, but in a minute or two the hoc m 
of feet on hard earth began again. A tree was creaki ig 
and groaning somewhere near him. He put out his 
arm and felt the bark, but Kala Nag moved forward, 
still tramping, and he could not tell where he was in 
the clearing. There was no sound from the elephants, 
except once, when two or three little calves squeaked 
together. Then he heard a thump and a shuffle, and 
the booming went on. It must have lasted fully two 
hours, and Little Toomai ached in every nerve; but he 
knew by the smell of the night air that the dawn was 
coming. 

The morning broke in one sheet of pale yellow 
behind the green hills, and the booming stopped with 
the first ray, as though the light had been an order. 
Before Little Toomai had got the ringing out of his 
head, before even he had shifted his position, there 
was not an elephant in sight except Kala Nag, Pud- 
mini, and the elephant with the rope-galls, and there 
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was neither sign nor rustle nor whisper down the hill¬ 
sides to show where the others had gone. 

Litde Toomai stared again and again. The clearing, 
as he remembered it, had grown in the night. More 
trees stood in the middle of it, but the undergrowth 
and the jungle-grass at the sides had been rolled back. 
Litde Toomai stared once more. Now he understood 
the trampling. The elephants had stamped out more 
room—^had stamped the thick grass and juicy cane to 
trash, the trash into sUvers, the slivers into tiny fibres, 
and the fibres into hard earth. 

‘Wah!’ said Little Toomai, and his eyes were very 
heavy. ‘Kala Nag, my lord, let us keep by Pudmini 
and go to Petersen Sahib’s camp, or I shall drop from 
thy neck.’ 

The third elephant watched the two go away, 
snorted, wheeled round, and took his own path. He 
may have belonged to some litde native king’s estab¬ 
lishment, fifty or sixty or a hundred miles away. 

Two hours later, as Petersen Sahib was eating early 
breakfast, the elephants, who had been double-chained 
that night, began to trumpet, and Pudmini, mired 
to the shoulders, with Kala Nag, very foot-sore, 
shambled into the camp. 

Little Toomai’s face was grey and pinched, and his 
hair was full of leaves and drenched with dew; but he 
tried to salute Petersen Sahib, and cried faintly: ‘The 
dance—the elephant-dance! I have seen it, and—die!’ 
As Kala Nag sat down, he sUd off his neck in a dead 
faint. 

But, since native children have no nerves worth 
speaking of, in two hours he was lying very con- 
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tentedly in Petersen Sahib’s hammock with Petersen 
Sahib’s shooting-coat imder his head, and a glass of 
warm milk, a little brandy, with a dash of quinine 
inside of him; and while the old hairy, scarred hunters 
of the jungles sat three-deep before him, looking at 
him as though he were a spirit, he told his tale in sliort 
words, as a child will, and wound up with:— 

‘Now, if I lie in one word, send men to see, and t hey 
will find that the elephant-folk have trampled d( wn 
more room in their dance-room, and they will ind 
ten and ten, and many times ten, tracks leading to hat 
dance-room. They made more room with their t set. 
I have seen it. Kala Nag took me, and I saw. Also hiala 
Nag is very leg-weary '’ 

Little Toomai lay bac k and slept all through the 1 )ng 
afternoon and into the twilight, and while he s ept 
Petersen Sahib and Machua Appa followed the track 
of the two elephants for fifteen miles across the hills. 
Petersen Sahib had spent eighteen years in catching 
elephants, and he had only once before found such a 
dance-place. Machua Appa had no need to look twice 
at the clearing to see what had been done there, or to 
scratch with his toe in the packed, rammed earth. 

‘The child speaks truth,’ said he. ‘All this was done 
last night, and I have counted seventy tracks crossing 
the river. See, Sahib, where Pudmini’s leg-iron cut the 
bark off that tree! Yes; she was there too.’ 

They looked at each other, and up and down, and 
they wondered; for the ways of elephants are beyond 
the wit of any man, black or white, to fathom. 

‘Forty years and five,’ said Machua Appa, ‘have 
I followed my lord the elephant, but never have I 
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heard that any child of man had seen what this child 
has seen. By all the Gods of the Hills, it is—^what can 
we say?’ and he shook his head. 

When they got back to camp it was time for the 
evening meal. Petersen Sahib ate alone in his tent, but 
he gave orders that the camp should have two sheep 
and some fowls, as well as a double ration of flour and 
rice and salt, for he knew that there would be a feast. 

Big Toomai had come up hot-foot from the camp 
in the plains to search for his son and his elephant, 
and now that he had found them he looked at them 
as though he were afraid of them both. And there was 
a feast by the blazing camp-fires in front of the lines of 
picketed elephants, and Little Toomai was the hero 
of it all; and the big brown elephant-catchers, the 
trackers and drivers and ropers, and the men who 
know all the secrets of breaking the wildest elephants, 
passed him from one to the other, and they marked 
his forehead with blood from the breast of a newly 
killed jungle-cock, to show that he was a forester, 
initiated and free of all the jungles. 

And at last, when the flames died down, and the red 
light of the logs made the elephants look as though 
they had been dipped in blood too, Machua Appa, the 
head of all the drivers of all the Keddahs,—Machua 
Appa, Petersen Sahib’s other self, who had never seen 
a made road in forty years: Machua Appa, who was 
so great that he had no other name than Machua Appa, 
—leaped to his feet, with Little Toomai held high 
in the air above his head, and shouted: ‘Listen, my 
brothers. Listen, too, you my lords in the lines there, 
for I, Machua Appa, am speaking! This little one shall 
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no more be called Little Toomai, but Toomai of the 
Elephants, as his great-grandfather was called before 
him. What never man has seen he has seen through the 
long night, and the favour of the elephant-folk and 
of the Gods of the Jungles is with him. He shall 
become a great tracker; he shall become greater than 
I, even I—Machua Appa! He shall follow the new 
trail, and the stale trail, and the mixed trail, w th a 
clear eye! He shall take no harm in the Keddah ^ rhen 
he runs under their bellies to rope the wild tus*:ers; 
and if he slips before the feet of the charging )ull- 
elephant, that bull-elephant shall know who he i* and 
shall not crush him. A that! my lords in the chair 5,’— 
he whirled up the line of pickets,—‘here is the ittle 
one that has seen your dances in your hidden plat es— 
the sight that never man saw! Give him honour, my 
lords! Salaam karo, m) children! Make your salu :e to 
Toomai of the Elephants! Gunga Pershad, ahaa! Hira 
Guj, BirchiGuj, KuttarGuj, ahaa! Pudmini,—thou hast 
seen him at the dance, and thou too, Kala Nag, my 
pearl among elephants!—ahaa! Together! To Toomai 
of the Elephants. Barrao!' 

And at that last wild yell the whole line flung up 
their trunks till the tips touched their foreheads, and 
broke out into the full salute, the crashing trumpet- 
peal that only the Viceroy of India hears—the Salaam- 
ut of the Keddah. 

But it was all for the sake of Little Toomai, who had 
seen what never man had seen before—the dance of 
the elephants at night and alone in the heart of the 
Garo hills! 
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[The Song that Toomai’s Mother sang to the Baby] 

Shiv, who poured the harvest and made the winds to blow, 
Sitting at the doorways of a day of long ago, 

Gave to each his portion food and toil and fate. 

From the King upon the guddee to the Beggar at the yate. 
All things made he- Shiva the Preserver. 

Mahadeo! Mahadeo! He made all,— 

Thom for the camel, fodder for the kine, 

And mother’s heart for sleepy head, O little sc i of 
mine! 

Wheat he gave to rich folk, millet to the poor. 

Broken scraps for holy men that beg from door to door; 
Cattle to the tiger, carrion to the kite. 

And rags and bones to wicked wolves without the wall at 
night. 

Naught he found too lofty, none he saw too low— 

Parbati beside him watched them come and go; 

Thought to cheat her husband, turning Shiv to jest — 

Stole the little grasshopper and hid it in her breast. 

So she tricked him, Shiva the Preserver. 

Mahadeo 1 Mahadeo! turn and see. 

Tall are the camels, heavy are the kine. 

But this was least of little things, O little son of 
mine! 
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When the dole was ended, laughingly she said, 

‘Master, of a million mouths is not one unfed?' 

Laughing, Shiv made answer, ‘All have had their part. 
Even he, the little one, hidden next thy heart.' 

From her breast she plucked it, Parbati the thief. 

Saw the Least of Little Things gnawed a new-grown leaf! 
Saw and feared and wondered, making prayer to Shiv, 
Who hath surely given meat to all that live. 

All things made he—Shiva the Preserver. 

Mahadeo! Mahadeo! He made all,— 

Thom for the camel, fodder for the kine. 

And mother’s heart for sleepy head, O little son of 
mine! 
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You can work it out by Fractions or by simple Rule 
of Three, 

But the way of Tweedle-dum is not the wjy of 
Tweedle-dee. 

You can twist it, you can turn it, you can plait it till 
you drop. 

But the way of Pilly-Winky’s not the way of Wi ikie- 
Pop! 

I THADBEEN raining heavily for one whole mo ith— 
raining on a camp oi thirty thousand men, thou tands 
of camels, elephants, horses, bullocks, and mules, 
all gathered together at a place called Rawalpin li, to 
be reviewed by the Viceroy of India, He was receiving 
a visit from the Amir of Afghanistan—a wild king of 
a very wild country; and the Amir had brought with 
him for a bodyguard eight hundred men and horses 
who had never seen a camp or a locomotive before in 
their Uves—savage men and savage horses from some¬ 
where at the back of Central Asia. Every night a mob 
of these horses would be sure to break their heel- 
ropes, and stampede up and down the camp through 
the mud in the dark, or the camels would break loose 
and run about and fall over the ropes of the tents, and 
you can imagine how pleasant that was for men trying 
to go to sleep. My tent lay far away from the camel¬ 
lines, and I bought it was safe; but one night a man 
popped his head in and shouted, ‘Get out, quick! 
They’re coming! My tent’s gone 1’ 
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I knew who ‘they’ were; so I put on my boots and 
waterproof and scuttled out into the slush. Little 
Vixen, my fox-terrier, went out through the other 
side; and then there was a roaring and a grunting and 
bubbling, and I saw the tent cave in, as the pole 
snapped, and begin to dance about like a mad ghost. 
A camel had blundered into it, and wet and angry as I 
was, I could not help laughing. Then I ran on, because 
I did not know how many camels might have got 
loose, and before long I was out of sight of the camp, 
ploughing my way through the mud. 

At last I fell over the tail-end of a gun, and by that 
knew I was somewhere near the Artillery lines where 
the cannon were stacked at night. As I did not want to 
plowter about any more in the drizzle and the dark, 
I put my waterproof over the muzzle of one gun, and 
made a sort of wigwam with two or three rammers 
that I found, and lay along the tail of another gun, 
wondering where Vixen had got to, and where I 
might be. 

Just as I was getting ready to sleep I heard a jingle of 
harness and a grunt, and a mule passed me shying his 
wet ears. He belonged to a screw-gun battery, for I 
could hear the rattle of the straps and rings and chains 
and things on his saddle-pad. The screw-guns are tiny 
little cannon made in two pieces that are screwed 
together when the time comes to use them. They are 
taken up mountains, anywhere that a mule can find a 
road, and they are very useful for fighting in rocky 
country. 

Behind the mule there was a camel, with his big 
soft feet squelching and slipping in the mud, and his 
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neck bobbing to and fro like a strayed hen’s. Luckily, 

I knew enough of beast language—^not wild-beast 
language, but camp-beast language, of course—from 
the natives to know what he was saying. 

He must have been the one that flopped into my 
tent, for he called to the mule, ‘What shall I do? 
Where shall I go? I have fought with a white diing 
that waved, and it took a stick and hit me on the i eck.’ 
(That was my broken tent-pole, and I was ver) glad 
to know it.) ‘Shall wc run on?’ 

‘Oh, it was you,’ said the mule, ‘you and your 
friends, that have been disturbing the camp? All ight. 
You’ll be beaten for this in the morning; but I n ay as 
well give you something on account now.’ 

I heard the harness jingle as the mule backei 1 and 
caught the camel two kicks in the ribs that rang like a 
drum. ‘Another time,’ he said, ‘you’ll know Ijetter 
than to run through a mule-battery at night, shouting 
“Thieves and fire!” Sit down, and keep your siUy 
neck quiet.’ 

The camel doubled up camel-fashion, like a two- 
foot rule, and sat down whimpering. There was a 
regular beat of hoofs in the darkness, and a big troop- 
horse cantered up as steadily as though he were on 
parade, jumped a gun-tail, and landed close to the 
mule. 

‘It’s disgraceful,’ he said, blowing out his nostrils. 
‘Those camels have racketed through our hues again 
—the third time this week. How’s a horse to keep 
his condition if he isn’t allowed to sleep. Who’s 
here?’ 

‘I’m the breech-piece mule of Number Two gun of 
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the First Screw Battery,’ said the mule, ‘and the 
other’s one of your friends. He’s waked me up too. 
Who are you?’ 

‘Number Fifteen, E troop. Ninth Lancers—Dick 
Cunliffe’s horse. Stand over a Utde, there.’ 

‘Oh, beg your pardon,’ said the mule. ‘It’s too dark 
to see much. Aren’t these camels too sickening for 
anything? I walked out of my lines to get a little peace 
and quiet here.’ 

‘My lords,’ said the camel humbly, ‘we dreamed 
bad dreams in the night, and we were very much 
afraid. I am only a baggage-camel of the 39th Native 
Infantry, and I am not so brave as you are, my lords.’ 

‘Then why the pickets didn’t you stay and carry 
baggage for the 39th Native Infantry, instead of run¬ 
ning all round the camp?’ said the mule. 

‘They were such very bad dreams,’ said the camel. 
‘I am sorry. Listen! What is that? Shall we run on 
again?’ 

‘Sit down,’ said the mule, ‘or you’ll snap your long 
legs between the guns.’ He cocked one ear and listened. 
‘Bullocks!’ he said. ‘Gun-bullocks. On my word, 
you and your friends have waked the camp very 
thoroughly. It takes a good deal of prodding to put up 
a gun-bullock.’ 

I heard a chain dragging along the ground, and a 
yoke of the great sulky white bullocks that drag the 
heavy siege-guns when the elephants won’t go any 
nearer to the firing, came shouldering along together; 
and almost stepping on the chain was another battery- 
mule, calling wildly for ‘Billy.’ 

‘That’s one of our recruits,’ said the old mule to the 
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troop-horse. ‘He’s calling for me. Here, youngster, 
stop squealing. The dark never hurt anybody yet.’ 

The gun-bullocks lay down together and began 
chewing the cud, but the young mule huddled close 
to Billy. 

‘Things!’ he said. ‘Fearful and horrible things, Billy! 
They came into our lines while we were asleep. E ’you 
think they’ll kill us?’ 

‘I’ve a great mind to give you a number-one -tick¬ 
ing,’ said Billy. ‘The idea of a fourteen-hand nule 
with your training disgracing the battery befor- this 
gentleman!’ 

‘Gently, gently!’ said the troop-horse. ‘Reme nber 
they are always like this to begin with. The first time 
I ever saw a man (it was in Australia when I was a 
three-year-old) I ran for half a day, and if I’d seen 
a camel I should have been running still.’ 

Nearly all our horses for the English cavalry are 
brought to India from Australia, and are broken in by 
the troopers themselves. 

‘True enough,’ said Billy. ‘Stop shaking, youngster. 
The first time they put the full harness with all its 
chains on my back, I stood on my fore-legs and kicked 
every bit of it off. I hadn’t learned the real science of 
kicking then, but the battery said they had never seen 
anything like it.’ 

‘But this wasn’t harness or anything that jingled,’ 
said the young mule. ‘You know I don’t mind that 
now, Billy. It was Things like trees, and they fell up and 
down the lines and bubbled; and my head-rope broke, 
and I couldn’t find my driver, and I couldn’t find you, 
Billy, so I ran off with—with these gentlemen.’ 

2 G 
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‘H’m!’ said Billy. ‘As soon as I heard the camels 
were loose I came away on my own account, quiedy. 
When a battery—a screw-gun mule calls gun-bullocks 
gendemen, he must be very badly shaken up. Who 
are you fellows on the ground there?’ 

The gun-bullocks rolled their cuds, and answered 
both together: ‘The seventh yoke of the first gun of 
the Big Gun Battery. We were asleep when the camels 
came, but when we were trampled on we got up 
and walked away. It is better to He quiet in the mud 
than to be disturbed on good bedding. We told your 
friend here that there was nothing to be afraid of, 
but he knew so much that he thought otherwise. 
Wah!’ 

They went on chewing. 

‘That comes of being afraid,’ said Billy. ‘You get 
laughed at by gun-bullocks. I hope you like it, young 
un.’ 

The young mule’s teeth snapped, and I heard him 
say something about not being afraid of any beefy old 
bullock in the world; but the bullocks only chcked 
their horns together and went on chewing. 

‘Now, don’t be angry <^ter you’ve been afraid. 
That’s the worst kind of cowardice,’ said the troop- 
horse. ‘Anybody can be forgiven for being scared in 
the night, I think, if they see things they don’t under¬ 
stand. We’ve broken out of our pickets, again and 
again, four himdred and fifty of us, just because a new 
recruit got to telling tales of whip-snakes at home in 
Austraha till we were scared to death of the loose ends 
of our head-ropes.’ 

‘That’s all very well in camp,’ said Billy; ‘I’m not 
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above stampeding myself, for the fun of the thing, 
when I haven’t been out for a day or two; but what do 
you do on active service?’ 

‘Oh, that’s quite another set of new shoes,’ said the 
troop-horse. ‘Dick Cunliffe’s on my back then, and 
drives his knees into me, and all I have to do is to 
watch where I am putting my feet, and to keej > my 
hind legs well under me, and be bridle-wise.’ 

‘What’s bridle-wise?’ said the young mule. 

‘By the Blue Gums of the Back Blocks,’ snorte 1 the 
troop-horse, ‘do you mean to say that you j ren’t 
taught to be bridle-'w ise in your business? Hov can 
you do anything, unless you can spin round at Dnce 
when the rein is pressed on your neck? It means li fe or 
death to your man, and of course that’s hfe or dea h to 
you. Get round with your hind legs under you the 
instant you feel the rein on your neck. If you haven’t 
room to swing round, rear up a litde and come round 
on your hind legs. That’s being bridle-wise.’ 

‘We aren’t taught that way,’ said Billy the mule 
stiffly. ‘We’re taught to obey the man at our head: 
step off when he says so, and step in when he says so. 
I suppose it comes to the same thing. Now, with all 
this fine fancy business and rearing, which must be 
very bad for your hocks, what do you do?’ 

‘That depends,’ said the troop-horse. ‘Generally I 
have to go in among a lot of yellmg, hairy men with 
knives,—^long shiny knives, worse than the farrier’s 
knives,—and I have to take care that Dick’s boot is 
just touching the next man’s boot without crushing it. 
I can see Dick’s lance to the right of my right eye, and 
I know I am safe. I shouldn’t care to be the man or 
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horse that stood up to Dick and me when we’re in a 
hurry.’ 

‘Don’t the knives hurt?’ said the young mule. 

‘Well, I got one cut across the chest once, but that 
wasn’t Dick’s fault-’ 

‘A lot I should have cared whose fault it was, if it 
hurt!’ said the young mule. 

‘You miKt,’ said the troop-horse. ‘If you don’t trust 
your man, you may as well run away at once. That’s 
what some of our horses do, and I don’t blame them. 
As I was saying, it wasn’t Dick’s fault. The man was 
lying on the ground, and I stretched myself not to 
tread on him, and he slashed up at me. Next time i 
have to go over a man lying down I shall step on him 
-hard.’ 

‘H’m!’ said Billy; ‘it sounds very fooUsh. Knives 
are dirty things at any time. The proper thing to do is 
to climb up a moimtain with a well-balanced saddle, 
hang on by all four feet and your ears too, and creep 
and crawl and wriggle along, till you come out 
htmdreds of feet above any one else, on a ledge where 
there’s just room enough for your hoofs. Then you 
stand still and keep quiet,—^never ask a man to hold 
your head, yoimg un,—^keep quiet while the guns are 
being put together, and then you watch the little 
poppy shells drop down into the tree-tops ever so far 
below.’ 

‘Don’t you ever trip?’ said the troop-horse. 

‘They say that when a mule trips you can split a 
hen’s ear,’ said Billy. ‘Now and again per-haps a 
badly packed saddle will upset a mule, but it’s very 
seldom. I wish I could show you our business. It’s 
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beautiful. Why, it took me three years to find out 
what the men were driving at. The science of the 
thing is never to show up against the skyline, because, 
if you do, you may get fired at. Remember that, 
young un. Always keep hidden as much as possible, 
even if you have to go a mile out of your way. I lead 
the battery when it comes to that sort of climbi ig.’ 

‘Fired at without the chance of running int) the 
people who are firing!’ said the troop-horse, thi iking 
hard. ‘I couldn’t stand that. I should want to cl arge, 
with Dick.’ 

‘Oh no, you wouldn’t; you know that as soon is the 
guns are in position f/iey’ll do all the charging." 'hat’s 
scientific and neat; but knives—pah!’ 

The baggage-came! had been bobbing his he id to 
and fro for some time past, anxious to get a wc rd in 
edgeways. Then I heard him say, as he cleared his 
throat, nervously:— 

‘I—I—I have fought a little, but not in that climb¬ 
ing way or that running way.’ 

‘No. Now you mention it,’ said Billy, ‘you don’t 
look as though you were made for climbing or run¬ 
ning—much. Well, how was it, old Hay-bales?’ 

‘The proper way,’ said the camel. ‘We all sat 
down-’ 

‘Oh, my cropper and breastplate I’ said the troop- 
horse under his breath. ‘Sat down?’ 

‘We sat down—a hundred of us,’ the camel went 
on, ‘in a big square, and the men piled our packs and 
saddles outside the square, and they fired over our 
backs, the men did, on all sides of the square.’ 

‘What sort of men? Any men that came along?’ said 
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the troop-horse. ‘They teach us in riding-school to he 
down and let our masters fire across us, but Dick 
Cunliffe is the only man I’d trust to do that. It tickles 
my girths, and, besides, I can’t see with my head on 
the ground.’ 

‘What does it matter who fires across you?’ said the 
camel. ‘There are plenty of men and plenty of other 
camels close by, and a great many clouds of smoke. I 
am not frightened then. I sit still and wait.’ 

‘And yet,’ said Billy, ‘you dream bad dreams and 
upset the camp at night. Well! well! Before I’d He 
down, not to speak of sitting down, and let a man fire 
across me, my heels and his head would have some¬ 
thing to say to each other. Did you ever hear anything 
so awful as that?’ 

There was a long silence, and then one of the gun- 
bullocks hfted up his big head and said, ‘This is very 
foohsh indeed. There is only one way of fighting.’ 

‘Oh, go on,’ said BiUy. ‘Please don’t mind me. I 
suppose you fellows fight standing on your tails?’ 

‘Only one way,’ said the two together. (They must 
have been twins.) ‘This is that way. To put all twenty 
yoke of us to the big gun as soon as Two Tails 
trumpets.’ (‘Two Tails’ is camp slang for the 
elephant.) 

‘What does Two Tails trumpet for?’ said the young 
mule. 

‘To show that he is not going any nearer to the 
smoke on the other side. Two Tails is a great coward. 
Then we tug the big gun all together— Heya — Hullah! 
Heeyah! Hullah! We do not climb like cats nor run 
like calves. We go across the level plain, twenty yoke 
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of US, till we are unyoked again, and we graze while 
the big guns talk across the plain to some town with 
mud walls, and pieces of the wall fall out, and the dust 
goes up as though many catde were coming home.’ 

‘Oh! And you choose that time for grazing, do 
you?’ said the young mule. 

‘That time or any other. Eating is always goo i. We 
eat rill we are yoked up again and tug the gu) i back 
to where Two Tails is waiting for it. Sometime there 
are big guns in the city that speak back, and som; of us 
are killed, and then chere is all the more grazi ig for 
those that are left. This is Fate—^nothing bu Fate. 
None the less. Two Tails is a great coward. Tha- is the 
proper way to fighr. We are brothers from 1 lapur. 
Our father was a >acred bull of Shiva. Wt have 
spoken.’ 

‘Well, I’ve certainly learned something to-j light,’ 
said the troop-horse. ‘Do you gentlemen of the 
screw-gun battery feel inclined to eat when you are 
being fired at with big guns, and Two Tails is behind 
you?’ 

‘About as much as we feel inclined to sit down and 
let men sprawl all over us, or run into people with 
knives. I never heard such stuff. A mountain ledge, a 
well-balanced load, a driver you can trust to let you 
pick your own way, and I’m your mule; but the other 
things—^no I’ said Billy, with a stamp of his foot. 

‘Of course,’ said the troop-horse, ‘every one is not 
made in the same way, and I can quite see that your 
family, on your father’s side, would fail to under¬ 
stand a great many things.’ 

‘Never you mind my family on my father’s side,’ 
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said Billy angrily, for every mule hates to be reminded 
that his father was a donkey. ‘My father was a 
Southern gendeman, and he could pull down and bite 
and kick into rags every horse he came across. Re¬ 
member that, you big brown Brumby!’ 

Brumby means wild horse without any breeding. 
Imagine the feelings of Svmol if a car-horse called her 
a ‘skate,’ and you can imagine how the Australian 
horse felt. I saw the white of his eye ghtter in the dark. 

‘See here, you son of an imported Malaga jackass,’ 
he said between his teeth. ‘I’d have you know that 
I’m related on my mother’s side to Carbine, winner of 
the Melbourne Cup; and where I come from we 
aren’t accustomed to being ridden over roughshod by 
any parrot-mouthed, pig-headed mule in a pop-gun 
pea-shooter battery. Are you ready?’ 

‘On your hind legs!’ squealed Billy. They both 
reared up facing each other, and I was expecting a 
furious fight, when a gurgly, rumbly voice called out 
of the darkness to the right: ‘Children, what are you 
fighting about there? Be quiet.’ 

Both beasts dropped down with a snort of disgust, 
for neither horse nor mule can bear to listen to an 
elephant’s voice. 

‘It’s Two Tails!’ said the troop-horse. ‘I can’t stand 
him. A tail at each end isn’t fair!’ 

‘My feelings exactly,’ said Billy, crowding into the 
troop-horse for company. ‘We’re very alike in some 
things.’ 

^ ‘ I suppose we’ve inherited them from our mothers, ’ 
I said the troop-horse. ‘It’s not worth quarrelling about. 
Hi! Two Tails, are you tied up?’ 
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‘Yes,’ said Two Tails, with a laugh all up his trunk. 
‘I’m picketed for the night. I’ve heard what you 
fellows have been saying. But don’t be afraid. I’m not 
coming over.’ 

The bullocks and the camel said, half aloud: ‘Afraid 
of Two Tails—^what nonsense!’ And the bullocks went 
on: ‘We are sorry that you heard, but it is true. Two 
Tads, why are you afraid of the guns when they fire?’ 

‘Well,’ said Two Tails, rubbing one hind leg aj ainst 
the other, exactly hkc a little boy saying poet y, ‘I 
don’t quite know whether you’d understand.’ 

‘We don’t, but we have to pull the guns,’ sai 1 the 
bullocks. 

‘I know it, and I know you are a good deal b aver 
than you think you .ire. But it’s different with me. 
My battery captain called me a Pachyderm, itous 
Anachronism the other day.’ 

‘That’s another way of fighting, I suppose?’ said 
Billy, who was recovering his spirits. 

‘Yom don’t know what that means, of course, but I 
do. It means betwixt and between, and that is just 
where I am. I can see inside my head what will happen 
when a shell bursts; and you bullocks can’t.’ 

‘I can,’ said the troop-horse. ‘At least a Uttle bit. I 
try not to think about it.’ 

‘I can see more than you, and I do think about it. I 
know there’s a great deal of me to take care of, and 
I know that nobody knows how to cure me when I’m 
sick. AH they can do is to stop my driver’s pay till I 
get well, and I can’t trust my driver.’ 

‘Ah!’ said the troop-horse. ‘That explains it. I can 
trust Dick.’ 
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‘You could put a whole regiment of Dicks on my 
back without making me feel any better. I know just 
enough to be uncomfortable, and not enough to go 
on in spite of it.’ 

‘We do not understand,’ said the bullocks. 

‘I know you don’t. I’m not talking to you. You 
don’t know what blood is.’ *“ 

‘We do,’ said the bullocks. ‘It is red stuff that soaks 
into the grornid and smells.’ 

The troop-horse gave a kick and a bound and a 
snort. 

‘Don’t talk of it,’ he said. ‘I can smell it now, just 
thinking of it. It makes me want to rim—^when I 
haven’t Dick on my back.’ 

‘But it is not here,’ said the camel and the bullocks. 
‘Why are you so stupid?’ 

‘It’s vile stuff,’ said Billy. ‘I don’t want to run, but 
I don’t want to talk about it.’ 

‘There you are!’ said Two Tails, waving his tail to 
explain. 

‘Surely. Yes, we have been here all night,’ said the 
bullocks. 

Two Tails stamped his foot till the iron ring on it 
jingled. ‘Oh, I’m not talking to you. You can’t see 
inside your heads.’ 

‘No. We see out of our four eyes,’ said the bullocks. 
‘We see straight in front of us.’ 

‘If I could do that and nothing else you wouldn’t 
be needed to pull the big guns at all. If I was like my 
captain—^he can see things inside his head before the 
firing begins, and he shakes all over, but he knows too 
much to run away—if I was like him I could pull the 
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guns. But if I were as wise as all that I should never be ■' 
here. I should be a king in the forest, as I used to be, 
sleeping half the day and bathing when I liked. I 
haven’t had a good bath for a month.’ 

‘That’s all very fine,’ said BUly; ‘but giving a thing 
a long name doesn’t make it any better.’ 

‘H’sh!’ said the troop-horse. ‘I think I understand 
what Two Tails means.’ 

‘You’ll understand better in a minute,’ said Two 
Tails angrily. ‘Now, just you explain to me wh’ you 
don’t hke thisV 

He began trumpeting furiously at the top (f his 
trumpet. 

‘Stop that!’ said Billy and the troop-horse togi ther, 
and I could hear them stamp and shiver. An elepl ant’s 
trumpeting is always nasty, especially on a dark i ight. 

‘I shan’t stop,’ said Two Tails. ‘Won’t you explain 
that, please? Hhrrmph! Rrrt! Rrrmph! Rrrhha!' Then 
he stopped suddenly, and I heard a httle whimper in 
the dark, and knew that Vixen had found me at last. 
She knew as well as I did that if there is one thing in 
the world the elephant is more afraid of than another, 
it is a little barking dog; so she stopped to bully 
Two Tails in his pickets, and yapped round his big 
feet. Two Tails shuffled and squeaked. ‘Go away, 
htde dog!’ he said. ‘Don’t snuff at my ankles, or I’ll 
kick at you. Good little dog—nice Htde doggie, 
then! Go home, you yelping Utde beast! Oh, why 
doesn’t someone take her away? She’ll bite me in a 
minute.’ 

‘Seems to me,’ said Billy to the troop-horse, ‘that 
our friend Two Tails is afraid of most things. Now, if 
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I had a full meal for every dog I’ve kicked across the 
parade-ground, I should be nearly as fat as Two Tails.’ 

I whistled, and Vixen ran up to me, muddy all over, 
and Ucked my nose, and told me a long tale about 
hunting for me all through the camp. I never let her 
know that I understood beast talk, or she would have 
taken all sorts of Hberdes. So I buttoned her into the 
breast of my overcoat, and Two Tails shuffled and 
stamped and growled to himself. 

‘Extraordinary! Most extraordinary I’ he said. ‘It 
runs in our famUy. Now, where has that nasty Httle 
beast gone to?’ 

I heard him feeling about with his trunk. 

‘We all seem to be affected in various ways,’ he 
went on, blowing his nose. ‘Now, you gendemen 
were alarmed, I believe, when I trumpeted.’ 

‘Not alarmed, exacdy,’ said the troop-horse, ‘but 
it made me feel as though I had hornets where my 
saddle ought to be. Don’t begin again.’ 

‘I’m frightened of a little dog, and the camel here is 
frightened by bad dreams in the night.’ 

‘It is very lucky for us that we haven’t aU got to 
fight in the same way,’ said the troop-horse. 

‘What I want to know,’ said the young mule, who 
had been quiet for a long time—‘what I want to know 
is, why we have to fight at alL’, 

‘Because we’re told to,’ said the troop-horse, with 
a snort of contempt. 

‘Orders,’ said Billy the mule; and his teeth snapped. 

‘Hukm hai! [It is an order],’ said the camel with a 
gurgle; and Two Tails and the bullocks repeated, 
'Hukm hair 
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‘Yes, but who gives the orders?’ said the recruit- 
mule. 

‘The man who walks at your head—Or sits on your 
back—Or holds your nose-rope—Or twists your tail,’ 
said Billy and the troop-horse and the camel and the 
bullocks one after the other. 


‘ But w ho gives them the orders?’ 

‘Now you want to know too much, young un, said 
BUly, ‘and that is one way of getting kicked. All you 
have to do is to obey the man at your head and a.' k no 

right,’ s.iid Two Tads. ‘I can’t al vays 
obey, because I’m betwixt and between; but B Ey’s 
right. Obey the man next to you who give; the 
order, or you’ll stop ad the battery, besides gett ag a 
thrashing.’ 

The gun-buUocks got up to go. ‘Morningis coming,’ 
they said. ‘We wdl go back to our lines. It is true that 
we see only out of our eyes, and we are not very 
clever; but stdl, we are the only people to-night who 
have not been afraid. Good night, you brave people.’ 

Nobody answered, and the troop-horse said, to 
change the conversation, ‘Where’s that little dog? A 
dog means a man somewhere about.’ 

‘Here I am,’ yapped Vixen, ‘under the gun-tad with 
my man. You big, blundering beast of a camel, you^ 
you upset our tent. My man’s very angry.’ ‘ . 

‘Phew!’ said the Bullocks. ‘He must be white!’ Z' 


questions. 
•He’s qu 


‘Of course he is,’ said Vixen. ‘Do you suppose I’m 
looked after by a black bullock-driver?’ 

‘Huah! Ouach! Ugh!' said the buUocks. ‘Let us get 
away quickly.’ 
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They plunged forward in the mud, and managed 
somehow to run their yoke on the pole of an ammuni¬ 
tion-wagon, where it jammed. 

‘Now you have done it,’ said Bdly calmly. ‘Don’t 
struggle. You’re hung up till dayUght. What on 
earth’s the matter?’ 

The bullocks went off into the long, hissing snorts 
that Indian cattle give, and pushed and crowded and 
slued and stamped and sUpped and nearly fell down in 
the mud, grunting savagely. 

‘You’U break your necks in a minute,’ said the troop- 
horse. ‘What’s the matter with white men? I hve with 

> 9 

em. 

‘They—eat—us! Pull!’ said the near bullock: the 
yoke snapped with a twang, and they lumbered off 
together. 

I never knew before what made Indian catde so 
scared of Englishmen. We eat beef—a thing that no 
catde-driver touches—and of course the cattle do not 
like it. 

‘May I be flogged with my own pad-chains! 
Who’d have thought of two big lumps like those 
losing their heads?’ said Billy. 

‘Never mind. I’m going to look at this man. Most 
of the white men, I know, have things in their 
pockets,’ said the troop-horse. 

‘I’ll leave you, then. I can’t say I’m over-fond of’em 
myself. Besides, white men who haven’t a “place to 
sleep in are more than likely to be thieves, and I’ve 
a good deal of Government property on my back. 
Come along, young un, and we’ll go back to our 
lines. Good night, Australia! See you on parade to- 
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morrow, I suppose. Good night old Hay-bales!—try 
to control your feelings, won’t you? Good night. Two 
Tails! If you pass us on the ground to-morrow, don’t 
trumpet. It spoils our formation.’ 

Billy the mule stumped off with the swaggering 
limp of an old campaigner, as the troop-horse’s head 
came nuzzling into my breast, and I gave Hm 
biscuits ; while Vixen, who is a most conceited h:de 
dog, told him fibs about the scores of horses that >he 
and I kept. 

T’m coming to the parade to-morrow in my d )g- 
cart,’ she said. ‘Where will you be?’ 

‘On the left hand of the second squadron. I set the 
time for all my troop. Uttle lady,’ he said poht :ly. 
‘Now I must go back to Dick. My tail’s all mud dy, 
and he’ll have two hours’ hard work dressing me for 

The big parade of all the tliirty thousand men was 
held that afternoon, and Vixen and I had a good place 
close to the Viceroy and the Amir of Afghanistan, 
with his high, big black hat of astrakhan wool and the 
great diamond star in the centre. The first part of the 
review was all sunshine, and the regiments went by in 
wave upon wave of legs all moving together, and guns 
all in a line, till our eyes grew dizzy. Then the cavalry 
came up, to the beautiful cavalry canter of ‘Bonnie 
Dundee,’ and Vixen cocked her ear where she sat on 
the dog-cart. The second squadron of the Lancers shot 
by, and there was the troop-horse, with his tail like 
spun silk, his head pulled into his breast, one ear for¬ 
ward and one back, setting the time for aU his 
squadron, his legs going as smoothly as waltz-music. 
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Then the big guns came by, and I saw Two Tails and 
two other elephants harnessed in line to a forty- 
pounder siege-gun, while twenty yoke of oxen 
walked behind. The seventh pair had a new yoke, and 
they looked rather stiff and tired. Last came the screw- 
guns, and Billy the mule carried himself as though he 
commanded all the troops, and his harness was oded 
and pohshed till it winked. I gave a cheer all by myself 
for Billy the mule, but he never looked right or left. 

The rain began to fall again, and for a while it was 
too misty to see what the troops were doing. They 
had made a big half-circle across the plain, and were 
spreading out into a line. That line grew and grew and 
grew till it was three-quarters of a mile long from 
wing to wing—one solid wall of men, horses, and 
guns. Then it came on straight toward the Viceroy 
and the Amir, and as it got nearer the ground began 
to shake, like the deck of a steamer when the engines 
are going fast. 

Unless you have been there you cannot imagine 
what a frightening effect this steady come-down of 
troops has on the spectators, even when they know it 
is only a review. I looked at the Amir. Up till then he 
had not shown the shadow of a sign of astonishment 
or anything else; but now his eyes began to get bigger 
and bigger, and he picked up the reins on his horse’s 
neck and looked behind him. For a minute it seemed 
as though he were going to draw his sword and slash 
his way out through the English men and women in 
the carriages at the back. Then the advance stopped 
dead, the groimd stood still, the whole line saluted, 
and thirty bands began to play all together. That was 
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the end of the review, and the regiments went off to 
their camps in the rain; and an infantry band struck 
up:— 

The animals went in two by two, 

Hurrah! 

The animals went in two by two. 

The elephant and the battery mu- 
r, and they all got into the Ark 
For to get out of the rain! 

Then I heard an old grizzled, long-haired Centi al 
Asian chief, who had come down with the Am r, 
asking questions of a native officer. 

‘Now,’ said he, ‘in what manner was this wonder! il 
thing done?’ 

And the officer answered, ‘There was an order, ai ;d 
they obeyed.’ 

‘But are the beasts as wise as the men?’ said the chief. 

‘They obey, as the men do. Mule, horse, elephant, 
or bullock, he obeys his driver, and the driver his 
sergeant, and the sergeant his heutenant, and the 
lieutenant his captain, and the captain his major, and 
the major his colonel, and the colonel his brigadier 
commanding three regiments, and the brigadier his 
general, who obeys the Viceroy, who is the servant 
of the Empress. Thus it is done.’ 

‘Would it were so in Afghanistan!’ said the chief; 
‘for there we obey only our own wills.’ 

‘Andlor that reason,’ said the native officer, twirling 
his moustache, ‘your Amir whom you do not obey 
must come here and take orders from our Viceroy.’ 

2 H 
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Elephants of the Gun-Teams 

We lent to Alexander the strength of Hercules, 

The wisdom of our foreheads, the cunning of our km es; 
We bowed our necks lo service; they ne'er were ,oosed 
again ,— 

Make way there, way for the ten-foot teams 
Of the Forty-Pounder train! 

Gln-Bullocks 

Those heroes in their harnesses avoid a cannon-ball. 

And what they know of powder upsets them one ana all; 
Then we come into action and tug the guns again ,— 
Make way there, way for the twenty yoke 
Of the Forty-Pounder train! 

Cavalry Horses 

By the brand on my withers, the finest of tunes 
Is played by the Lancers, Hussars, and Dragoons, 

And it's sweeter than ‘Stables' or ‘ Water to me. 

The Cavalry Canter of‘Bonnie Dundee'! 

Then feed us and break us and handle and groom. 

And give us good riders and plenty of room. 

And launch us in column of squadron and see 
The way of the war-horse to ‘Bonnie Dundee'! 
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Screw-Gun Mules 

As me and my companions were scrambling up a hill. 

The path was lost in rolling stones, but we went forward 
still; 

For we can wriggle and climb, my lads, and turn up 
everywhere. 

And it's our delight on a mountain height, with a leg or two 
to spare! 


Good luck to every sergeant, then, that lets us pick our road! 
Bad luck to all the driver-men that cannot pack a load! 
For we can wriggle and climb, my lads, and turn up 
everywhere. 

And it's our delight on a mountain height, with a leg or two 
to spare! 


Commissariat Camels 

We haven't a camelty tune of our own 
To help us trollop along. 

But every neck is a hair-trombone 
(Rtt-ta-ta-ta! is a hair-trombone!) 

And this is our marching-song: 

Can’t! Don’t! Shan’t! Won’t! 

Pass it along the line! 

Somebody's pack has slidfrom his back, 
'Wish it were only mine! 

468 



PARADE-SONG OF THE CAMP-ANIMALS 

Somebody’s load has tipped off in the road— 
Cheer for a halt and a row! 

Urrr! Yarrh! Grr! Arrh! 

Somebody’s catching it now! 

All the Beasts together 

Children >f the Camp are we. 

Serving Ciich in his degree; 

Children ff the yoke and goad. 

Pack and harness, pad and load. 

See our line across the plain. 

Like a he. l-rope bent again. 

Reaching, writhing, rolling far. 
Sweeping all away to war! 

While the men that walk beside. 

Dusty, silent, heavy-eyed. 

Cannot tell why we or they 
March and suffer day by day. ■ 

Children of the Camp are we, 
Serving each in his degree; 
Children of the yoke and goad, 
Pack and harness, pad and load. 
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1 . Tabaqui 
(P- 5) 


2. GIDUR- 
LOG 

(p. 6) 


3. Shere Khan 

(p. 6) 


4. The Wain- 

GUNGA 
(p. 6) 

5. Lungri 

(p-7) 

6. Raksha 

(p. ii) 


the Jackal, is pronounced Tabarky. 

I think I made up this name myself 
(accent on bar). 

means literally ‘Jackal people ’ Gi- 
dm, pronounced Geeder, is an I idian 
name for the jackal, and log- -pro¬ 
nounced always logue, to r lyme 
with vogue —means people. Sa ne as 
Bandar-log means Monkey Pi ople. 
Ba ndar is pronounced Bundt r. 

is }ironounced Sheer Karn. ‘5 here’ 
means ‘Tiger’ in some of the I idian 
dialects, and ‘Khan’ is a title, more 
or less of distinction, to show that 
he was a chief among tigers. 

is a real river in Central India. It 
is pronounced Wine-gunger (accent 
ongung, I think). 

is pronounced as spelt. It means 
literally ‘Lame,’ as Shere Khan 
was. 

(‘The demon’), which Mother Wolf 
was when any one interfered with 
her cubs, is pronounced Ruk-sher 
(accent on Ruk). 
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7. Mowgli is a name I made up. It does not 

(p. 12) mean ‘frog’ in any language that I 

know of. It is pronounced Mow- 
glee (accent on the Mow ). 

8. Akela (p. 12) which means ‘Alone,’ is pro¬ 
nounced Uk-kay-la (accent on feay). 

is Hindustani for ‘Bear.’ Pro¬ 
nounced Bar-loo (accent on Bar). 

is Hindustani for a panther or 
leopard. It is a sort of diminutive 
of Bagh, which is Hindustani for 
‘Tiger.’ Pronounced Bug-eer-a (ac¬ 
cent on the eer). 

the Porcupine. I think I made this 
up. It rhymes with ‘sticky.’ (Ho- 
Igoo (p. 89) is a real native name 
for him.) 

pronounced something hke Mor, is 
a native name for the Peacock. 

is pronounced Kar. A made-up 
name, from the queer open- 
mouthed hiss of a big snake. 

14. Mang (p. 36) the bat, is Mung, a made-up name. 

15. Hathi is pronounced Hiwttee, or say nearly 

(p. 38) so. One of the Indian names for 
‘Elephant.’ 

16. Chil (p. 44) the Indian Kite, pronounced Cheel. 

17. Cold Lairs There are lots of old deserted cities 

(p. 51) in India which look very much 


9. Baloo 
(p- 14) 

10. Bagheera 

(p-14) 


II. Ikki (p. 19) 


12. Mao (p. 19) 

13. Kaa (p. 35) 
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like the Cold Lairs in the Jungle 
Books. It is called Cold Lairs because 
when any animal leaves its lair or 
den, the place becomes cold, of 
course. Same with men as animals. 

18. The pronounced MoM^-er to rhyme w’th 

MOHWA cow-er, is a tree that bears swret 

(p. 72) sticky smelly blossoms which soi le 
of the native tribes in the Jtmj ;le 
make into a strong drink. Its La in 
name is Bassia Longifolia, I beUe’ e. 

19. Tha (p. 83) the Elephant that was Lord of t Te 

Jungle in ‘How Fear Came,’ is pi d- 
nounced Tar. A made-up name. 

20. Mysa (p. 85) the Buffalo. I made it up. Pid- 

nounce it My-ser (accent on My). 

21. Messua the woman, is pronounced Mess- 

(p. 100) wa (accent on Mess). 

22. Khanhiwara is a real place on the map. It ought 

(p. 104) to be pronounced Kan-i-war-rer, I 
think. 

23. Buldeo the hunter, is almost as it is spelt, 

(p. 104) but the 0 isn’t sounded very much 

(accent on Bui). 

24. PuRUN Dass is Poor-un Darss, a real native name. 

(p. 105) 

25. Rama the herd-bull of the buffaloes, is 

(p. 106) pronounced Rar-mer (accent on 
Rar), 
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26. Nilghai pronounced Neal-guy. It means 

(p. 137) literally ‘blue bull/ a wild antelope 
as big as a small pony (accent on 

m)' 

27. THUU In ‘The King’s Ankus’ THUU is 

(p. 180) pronounced Thoo-00. 

28. Phao is pronounced Fay-ou: he was son 

(p. 196) of Fay-owner. A made-up name. 

29. The pronoimced Fe-arl, is the noise 

PHEEAL that a jackal sometimes makes 

(p. 197) when he is following or going be¬ 

fore a hunting tiger. It is, men 
have told me, quite different from 
his regular cry and not nice to 
hsten to. 

30. Dhole is Dole: and is one of the native 

(p. 198) names for the Wild Hunting Dog 
of India. 

31. WoN-TOLLA is pronounced Woon-toller (accent 

(p. 198) on tot). 

32. The Dekkan is part of the big Central Plain of 

(p. 199) India. Look it up on the map. 

33. Bee Rocks There are some rocks above a river 

(p. 207) near Jubbulpore in India where 

wild bees have hved for many 
years. Nobody goes near them if he 
can avoid it, for sometimes they 
attack and kill men and horses. 
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34. Lahini pronounced L(ir-/iee-fiey, is a made- 
(p. 221) up name for she-wolves (accent on 
hee). 

the scarlet woodpecker, is pro¬ 
nounced Feer-ow; a made-up name 
meaning ‘Come back again,’ like 
Spring does. 

36. Rikki-tikki- is pronounced always Rikky-tich y- 

TAVi tar-vi. Mongooses are as bold aj id 

(p. 267) clever as I have tried to describe, 

and they often come into a hoi se 
or even into an office with peoj le 
going in and out all the time, a id 
make friends with men there. A 
perfectly wild mongoose used to 
come and sit on my shoulder in my 
office m India, and bum his inquisi¬ 
tive nose on the end of my cigar, 
just as Rikki did in the tale. 

37. Nag (p. 267) pronounced Narg, is a native name 

for the Cobra. Nagaina (pro¬ 
nounced Na-gy-na; accent on gy) 
is his wife. 

3 8. Darzee which means ‘tailor,’ is pronounced 

(p. 267) Dar-zy. 

39. Karait is pronounced Ker-ite (accent on 

(p. 273) ite). 

40. CHUCHUNDRAis Chew-chuti-^rer, and Chua (p. 

(p. 275) 276) is pronounced Chew-er. 


35. Ferao 
(p- 234) 
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41. Nova- 

STOSHNAH 
(p- 293) 

42. Sea Catch 

(p- 293) 


I don’t know how this should be 
pronounced. It is a Russian name. 

Sea Catchee is the Russian name for 
a full-groA\m seal. 


43. Matkah 

(p- 295) 

44. Kotick 

(p. 296) 

45. Sea Vitch 

(P- 305) 

46. Galapagos 

etc. (p.308) 


47. The Great 

Combers 
OF Magel¬ 
lan (p.310) 

48. Sea Cow 

(p- 311) 

49. PURLTN 

Bhagat 
(P- 323) 

50. COCO-DE- 

MER 
(p. 326) 


pronounced Mut-ker (accent on 
Mut), means a mother seal. 

pronounced Ko-tick, means ‘baby 
seal’ (accent on Ko). 

is Russian for ‘Walrus.’ 

All the islands and places men¬ 
tioned in ‘The White Seal’ are 
on the map. You had better look 
them up. 

are the big waves that roll up from 
the South Pole to the beaches and 
rocks of Patagonia. 

is another name for what are called 
‘Manatees’ or ‘Dugongs’ in the 
natural-history books. 

pronounced Poorun Bhuggat, means 
‘Purun the Holy Man.’ 

is the very big coconut shell that 
comes, I beheve, from the Sey¬ 
chelles Islands, and does not grow 
in India. 
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51. Chota Simla means ‘Litde Simla,’ the native 

(p. 328) quarter of the town of Simla. 

52. Kali (p. 329) pronounced Kar-li, is the name of 

an Indian Goddess (accent on Kar). 

53. LANGURS pronounced Lun-goors, are the big 

(p. 333) monkeys of the Himalayas. 

54. BARA- is native for ‘Big Horn’ (fto- 

SINGH nonneed Burra Sing). 

(P- 333) 

55. Mugger- pronounced Gort, means ‘the 

Ghaut Crocodile’s Ferry,’ or bankside. 

(p. 348) 

56. The Gavial is a sharp-nosed aUigator, who c oes 

(p. 354) not generally eat men. The M ag¬ 
ger’s nose is as blunt as a boot. 

57. Mohoo Chapta, Batchua, and Chilwa 

(p* 357) the names of fresh-water fish. 

58. The Bet {Bate) is a rich farming district 

(p- 359) between two rivers, in Northern 
India. 


59. KIKAR (Kee-kar) is a scrubby, spiny tree 

(p- 359) t^ 3 .t belongs to the Acacia family 

(accent on Kee). 

60. The Martini was an old make of rifle, firing 

(p. 374) black powder. The four-bore was 
a gun used for shooting elephants, 
very heavy, and firing a bullet 
about an inch in diameter. 
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6i. Quiquern 
(p. 381) 


62. Hira Guj 
(p- 439) 


63. Camels 

(p. 445) 


is pronounced Kwai-kwern, and the 
places named in the story can be 
found on maps of the country in¬ 
side the Arctic Circle, Look them 
up. 

{Hee-ra), Bmcm Guj and Kuttar 
Guj are all true names of elephants. 

as in ‘His Majesty’s Servants’ are 
nervous and stupid creatures when 
they are all camped together. They 
stampede at night sometimes for no 
reason, and fall all over the tents 
and horse-lines. 


64. The Bullocks and Elephants of the big-gun 

batteries of 40-pound Armstrong 
guns (p. 448) are not needed now 
that machinery has come into 
fashion, and the batteries were 
abolished long ago. 

65. Carbine was a very great Austrahan racer, 

(p. 456) who carried off all the big events in 
the racing line, many years ago. 


THE END 
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